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To the «445 dn 
CHARLES Lord CLIFFORD, 
8 
LANESBOROUGH, c. 


My Lon p, 


T is with a great deal of pleaſure, that I lay hold 
1 on this firſt occaſion, which, the accidents of my 
e have given me of writing to your lordſhip : for 
ſince at the ſame time, I write to all the world, it will 
be a means of publiſhing (what I would have every 
body know) the reſpe& and duty which I owe and pay 
to you. I have ſo much inclination to be yours, that 
I need no other engagement: but the particular ties, 
by which I am bound to your lordſhip and family, have 
ut it out of my power to make you any compliment; 
Pos all offers of myſelf, will amount to no more than 
an honeſt acknowledgment, and only ſhew a willing 
neſs in me to be grateful. 

I am very near wiſhing, That it were not fo much 
my intereſt to be your loxdſhip's ſervant, that it might 
be more my merit ; not that I would avoid being 
obliged to- you, but I would have my own choice to 
run me into the debt; that I might have it to boaſt, 

I had diſtinguiſhed a man, to whom I would be glad 
to be obliged, even without the hopes of having it in 
* power, ever to make him a return. «ri 

t is impoſſible for me to come near your lordſhip, 
in any kind, and not to receive ſome fayour ; and 
while in appearance 1 am only making an acknowſedg- 
meat (with the uſual under-handdealing of the world) 
I am at the ſame time, infiriuating my own intereſt, 
I cannot give your lordſhip your due, without tacking 
a bill of my own privileges. Tis true, if a man ne- 
ver committed a/ folly, he would never ſtand in need 
of a protection: but-then power would have nothin 
to da, and good nature no occafion to ſhew itſelf; an 
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Where thoſe qualities are, 'tis pity they ſhould want 


öbjects Mme upon. I muſt confeſs this is no rea- 
ſon, why # man omi do an idle thing, nor indeed 
good excuſe for it, when done; yet it reconciles 
the uſes of ſuch authority and goodneſs, to the neceſ- 
ties of out follics ; and ig a fort of pbetical logick, 
which, at this time, I would make uſe of, to argue 
your ee into a protection of this play. It is the 
firſt offence J have committed in this kind, or indeed, 
in any kind of poetry, tho' not the firſt made public; 
and, cherefore, I hope will che more caſſly be par- 
doned: but had it been acted, when it was firſt writ- 
ten, more might have been ſaid in its behalf; — 


france of the town and ſtage, would then have 


excuſes, in a_ydung writer, Which now, Almoſt four | 
Fears experience, will ſcarce allow of. Yet f muſt 
declare myſelf ſenſible of the good nature of the town, 
in receiving this play fo kindly, with all its faults, 
Which 1 muſt own were, for the moſt part, very in- 
duſtriouſly covered by the care of the players; Er, 1 
think, ſcarce a character hut received alt the adyantage 
it would admit of, from the juftneſs of the action. 
. ... As for. the critics, my lord, I have nothing to fay, 
to, or againſt, any of them of any kind; from thoſe 


ho make. juſt exceptions, to thoſe who find fault in 


. the wrong place. will only make this "general an- 


wer in behalf of my play (an anſwer, which Epictetus 


. adviſes every. man to make for himſelf, to his cenſu- 
-xers) bis, That if they 'who find ſome faults in it, 
"were as intimate with it as I am, they would find a 
great many more. This is a confeſſion, which I needed 
"not to have made; but however, I can draw this uſe 
from it, to my own advantage, chat I think there ate 
no faults in it, but what T do Knew; which, as I take 
it,1is the firſt ep to an Senden.. 
Thus I may live in hopes (ſome time or other) of 
. making the town amends ; but, you, my lord, I never 
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HEN virtue, in purſuit of fame, appears, 


VV And forward ſhoots the growth beyond the 
N years 

We timely court the riſing hero's cauſe 53 © l 
And on has fide, the poet.wiſely draws ; 

Beſpeaking him hereafter, by applauſe. 


The days will come, when we ſhall all receive 
Returning intereſt,-from what now we give : 
Inſtructed and ſupported, by that praiſe, 
And reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe. 
Nature ſo coy, ſo hardly to be wood, 
Flies, like a miſtreſs, but to be purſu'd. | 
O, Coy RRE! boldly follow on the chace; 
She looks behind, and wants thy ſtrong embrace: 
She yields, ſhe yields, furrenders all her charms ; 
* you but wm her gently to your arms: | 
Such nerves, ſuch graces, in your lines appear, 
As yon were made to be her raviſher. 
DR&YDEN has long extended his command, 
By right divine, quite through the muſes land, 
Abſolute lord; and holding now from none, 
ut great APoLLo, his undoubted crown: 
8 hat empire ſettled, and grown old in pow'r) 
an with for nothing, but a ſucceſſor : | 
Not to enlarge his Iimits, but maintain 
Thoſe 22 which he alone could gain. 
His eldeſt WICHERL, in wiſe retreat, 
Thought it not worth his quiet to be great. 
Looſe, wandering, ETHEREGE, in wild pleaſures toſt, 
And foreign int' reſts, to his hopes long loſt : | 
Poor Lee and Orwa dead! ConGREvYE appears, 
The darling, and laſt comfort of his years: | 
_ thou live long in thy -great maſter's ſmiles, 
And growing under ham, adorn theſe iſles: 
But when—when part of him (be that but late) 
His _ yielding, muſt ſubmit to fate, 
Vox. I. i _ 


Leaving 


= 
Leaving his deathleſs works, and thee, behind, 
The natural ſucceſſor of his mind) 
hen may'ſt thou finiſh what he has begun: 
Heir to his merit, be in fame his ſon. 
What thou haſt done, ſhews all is in thy pow'r; 
And to write better, _ muſt write more. 
1 


Tis ſomething to be willing to commend ; 


But my beſt praiſe, is, that I am your friend, 
THO. SOUTHERNE. 


T 0 
Mz CONGRE VE. 


HE danger's great, in theſe cenſorious days, 
When critics are ſo rife to venture praiſe ; 

When the infectidus and ill-natur'd brood | 
Behold, and damn the work, becauſe tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous ſpirit, try 
To paſs an oftraciſm on poetry. 
But you, my friend, your worth does ſafely bear 
Above their ſpleen; you have no cauſe for fear; 
Like a well-mettled hawk, you took yu flight 
Quite out of reach, and almoſt out of ſight. 
As the ftrong ſun, in a fair ſummer's day, 
You riſe, and drive the miſts and clouds away, 
The owls and bats, and all the birds of prey. 
Each lihe of youn like poliſh'd ſteel's ſo hard, 
In beauty ſafe, it wants no other guard. 
Nature herſelf's beholden to your dreſs, 
Which, tho' ſtill like, much fairer you expreſs, 
Some vainly ſtriving honour to obtain, 
Leave to their heirs the traffic of their brain, 
+ Like china under ground, the ripening ware, 
In a long time, perhaps, grows worth our care : 
But you now reap the fame, ſo well you've ſown ; 
The planter taſtes his fruit to er grown. 
As a fair orange- tree at once is ſeen, 
Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtill with green; 
So at one time my worthy friend appears, 
With all the ſap of youth, and weight of years. 
| — | Accept 


| be, 3% 

Accept my pious love, as forward zeal, 
Which, tho? it ruins me, I can't conceal : 
Expos'd to cenſure for my weak applauſe, 
I'm pleas'd to ſuffer in ſo juſt a cauſe ; 

And, tho' my offering „ prove, 


Take, as a friend, the wiſhes of my love. 


J. MARSH. 


—— 
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Mz CONGREVE; 


On his Play called the 


SBR 
WV. ike ere gold, refn'd from all lr. 


Immortal is, and never can decay : 
»Tis in all times and languages the ſame ; 
Nor can an ill tranſlation quench the flame : 
For, tho” the form and faſhion don't remain, 
Th' intrinſick value ſtill it will retain. 
Then let each ſtudied ſcene be writ with art; 
And judgment ſweat to form the labour'd part: 
Each character be juſt, and nature ſeem 
Without th” ingredient, Wit, *tis all but phlegm ; 
For that's the foul, which all the maſs muſt move, 
And wake our paſſions into grief or love. 
But you, too bounteous, ſow your wit ſo thick, 
We are ſurpriz'd, and know not where to pick: 
And while, with clapping, we are juſt to you, 
Ourſelves we injure, and loſe ſomething new. 
What mayn't we then, great youth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe art and wit ſo much tranſcend thy age? 
How wilt thou ſhine, at thy meridian height, 
Who, at thy riſing, giviſt ſo vaſt a light ? 
When DRVYDEN dying, ſhall the world deceive, 
Whom we, immortal as his works, believe ; 
Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the glory of the ſtage, 
\dorn and entertain the coming age. 
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OST authors on the tage, at firſt appear 
M * -widow's bridegrooms, full of doubt and 
S = F1 Ou A Perl 

They judge, from the experience of the dame, 
How hard a taſk it is to quench her flame: 
And who falls ſhort of furniſſfing a courſe, 
Up to his brawny 133 force; 
ith utmoſt rage from her embraces thrown, 
Remains convicted, as an empty drone, oP” 
Thus often, to his ſhame, a pert beginner 
Proves in the end a — — ſinner. ' 
As for our youngſter, I am apt to doubt him 
With all.the —. of his Youth about him PI: 
But he, more ſanguine, truſts in one-and-twenty, 
And impudently hopes he ſhall content you 
For, tho! his Bachelor be worn and cold, 
He thinks the young may club ro help the old: 
And wha« alone can be*atchicy'd by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. | 
The briſkeſt of you all have felt alarms, 1 


Finding the fair one proſtitute her charms | 
With broken fighs, in her old fumbler's arms. 
But for our ſpark, he fwears he'll ne'er be jealous 
Of any rivals, but young luſty fellows. , 


' Faith, let him try his chance, and if the ſave, 


After his bragging, prove a waſhy knave, 
May he be baniſhd to ſome lonely den, ” 
And never more have leave to dip his pen- it 
But if he be the champion he pretends, ! 


9 


Both ſexes ſure will join to be his friends; 
For all agree, where all can have their ends. 
And you muſt own him for a man of might, 


If ke holds out to pleaſe you the third night, 
3.4 | 'PR O- 
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P R OL O G u E, 
SPOKEN BY 


Mas. BRACEGIRDLE, 


OW this vile world is chang d! In former days, 
I Prologues were ferrous ſpeeches, before plays ; 
rave ſolemn things, as graces are to feaſts, 
Where poets begg'd a bleſſing from their. gueſts... 
But now, no more like ſupphants we come 
A play makes war, and prologue is the drum: | 
Arm'd with keen fatire, and with pointed wit, = 
We-threaten you who do for judges fit, J 
To ſave our plays, or elſe we'll damn your pit. 
But, for your comfort, it falls out to-day, 
We've a young author, and his firſt- born play; 
So, ſtanding only on his gaod behaviour, 
He's very civil, and entreats your favour. 
Not but the man has malice, would he ſhew it, 
But on my conſcience, he's a baſhful poet; þ 
You think that ſtrange—no matter, he'll out- grow it. 
Well, I'm his advocate—by me he prays you, 
(I don't know whether I thall ſpeak to pleaſe you} 
He prays—O!; bleſs me! What ſhall I do now! 
Hang me, if I know what he prays, or how! 
And *twas the prettieſt prologue, as he wrote it ! 
Well, the deuce take me, if I hawt forgot it. 
O, Lord! for heav'ns ſake excuſe the play! 1 
Becauſe, you know, if it be damn'd'"to-day, 
I ſhall be hang'd for wanting what to fay, | 
For my fake, then - but Pm in ſuck confuſion, 
I cannot ſtay to hear your reſolution, 


x [ Runs off, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
HEARTW ELI, a ſutly old bachelor, 


pretending to ſlight women, 65 Mr. Betterton. 
cretly in love with SYLVIX. 


BELLMOUR, in love withBeLinDA, Mr. Powel. 


VAiNLove, capricious in his love, I Mr. Williams. 
in love with ARAMINTA, 
SHARPER, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Sir JosEern WiTTOL, Mr. Bowen. 
ptain BLUFFE, Mr. Haines. 
ONDLEWIFE, a banker, Mr. Dogget. 
SETTER, a pimp, Mr. Underhill, 


Servant to FONDLEWIFE, 


WOM E N. 


ARAMINTA, in love with VAIx- I Mrs. Bracegirdle 
. = 
ELINDA, her coufin, an affecte 
lady, in love with BELLMOUR, { Mrs. Mountfort. 
LE&TITIA, wife to Fox pLEWITE, Mrs. Barry. 
SyLvia, VAINLOVE's forſaken Mrs 


miſtreſs, Bowman. 
Lucy, her maid, Mrs, Leigh, 
BTT. 
Boy and footmen. 
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ACTI. SCENE L 
SCENE, The Street. 
BELLMOUR and VAINLOVE meeting. 


BELLM OUR. 


AINLOVE, and abroad ſo early! Good 

morrow ; I thought a contemplative lover 

could no more have parted with his bed in 
a morning, than he could have ſlept in it. 

Vain, Bellmour, good morrow—Why, the truth 
on't is, theſe early ſallies are not uſual to me; but bu- 
ſineſs, as you ſee, fir—[ ſhewing /etters.] And buſineſs 
muſt be followed, or be loſt. 

BELL. Buſineſs !—-And ſo muſt time, my friend, 
be cloſe purſued, or loſt, Buſineſs is the rub of life, 
perverts our aim, caſts off the bias, and leaves us wide 
and ſhort of the intended mark. 

Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs you mean, 
BELL. Ay, what fe has meaning ? 
Vain. Ob, the wiſe will tell you 
BELL, More than they believe - or underſtand, 


VAIN. 


Ake, 


8 The OLD BACHELOR. 


Vain. How, how, Ned! a wiſe man ſay more 
than he underſtands ? 1 
BELL. Ay, ay; wiſdom's nothing but a nding - 
to know and believe more than we really do. Nou 
read but of one wiſe man, and all that he knew was, 
that he knew nothing. Come, come, leave buſineſs 
to idlers, and wiſdom to fools; they have need of em: 


wit, be my faculty, and pleaſure, my occupation; 
and let father Time ſhake his glaſs. Let low and 
earthly fouls grovel fill they have work?d themſelves 


fix feet deep into a grave Buſineſs is not my element 
I roll in a higher orb, and dwell— i 
VAIxX. In caſtles i' th“ air of thy own building: that's 


thy element, Ned, —Well, as high a flyer as you are, 


1 have a lure may make you ſtoop. [ Flings a letter. 
BELL. I marry, fir, I have a hawk's eye at a wo- 
man's hand—There's more elegancy 1n the falſe ſpell- 
ing of. this. ſuperſcription [ takes .up the letter] than in 
Cicero.—Let me ſee—How now! Dear perfidious 
Vainlove.— _ * „ 9 mn, [ Reads. 
Vain. Hold, hold! 'ſlife that's the weong. 
BELL. Nay, let's ſee the name (Sylvia!) How 
can'ſt thou be ungrateful to that creature? She's ex- 
tremely pretty and loves thee intirely.—I have heard 
her breathe ſuch raptures about thee— 
V ain. Ay, or àny body that ſhe's about— 
+ BELL. No, faith, Frank, you wrong her; ſhe has 
r oy ind: bm 
AIN. at's ſant, my tr rom thee 
who haft had her, 4 $12 OT Par 45 4 
BELL. Never—her affections: tis true, by Hea+ 
ven, ſhe own'd.it to my face; and, bluſhing, like the 
virgin morn, when it diſcloſed the cheat which that 
truſty bawd of-nature, night, had hid, confeſs'd her 
ſoul was true to you, the' I by treachery had ſtoll'n 
the bliſs— | - 
_ -V 41x. So was true as turtle—in imagination, Ned, 
ha? Preach this doctrine to huſbands, and the mar- 
ried women will adore thee. , 
BeLL. Why, faith, I think it will do well enough 
Et the huſband be out of the way, for the wife to 
ſhew her fondneſs and impatience of his abſence, by 
chufing a lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is un- 
the may help out with her own fancy. * | 
r AIN, 


* 
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VAIx. But is it not an abuſe to the lover to be made 
à blind of? 


BELL. As you ſay, the abuſe is to the lover, not 


the huſband: for *tis an argument of her great zeal 
towards him, that ſhe will enjoy him in effigy. | 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious country, 
where ſuch zeal paſſes for true devotion. - I doubt it 
will be damn'd by all our proteſtant huſbands for flat 
idolatry, —But if you can make alderman Fondlewife 
of your perſuaſion, this letter will be needleſs. 

r What, the old banker with the handſome 
wife? 

Vain. Ay. | 

BELL. Let me ſee, Lætitia! Oh, 'tis a delicious 
morſel! Dear Frank, thou art the trueſt friend in the 
world, 

Vain. Ay, am I not? to be continually ſtarting 
of hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut 
_ out for one another; for my temper quits an amour, 
juſt where thine takes it up. —But read that, it is an 
appointment for me this evening, when Fondlewife 
will be gone out of town to meet the maſter of a ſhip, 


* 


about the return of a venture which he is in danger of 


loſing. Read, read. 

BELL. 1 Hum, hum. — Out of town tis 
evening, and talks 7 ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me 
company; but PII take care, he ſhall not be at home. Good! 
Spintext !—Oh the fanatic one-eyed parſon ! 

Vain. Ay. 


BELL. [read.] Hum, hum. — Tat your converſation ' 


will be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his habit 
to blind the ſervants. Very good! Then I muſt be 
diſguiſed—with all my heart.—It adds a guſto to an 
amour; gives it the greater reſemblance of theft; and, 
among us lewd mortals, the deeper the fin the ſweeter. 
Frank, I'm amaz'd at thy good nature.— 

Vain. Faith, I hate love when 'tis forc'd upon a 
man, as I do wine—and this buſineſs is none of my 
ſeeking; I only happen'd to be once or twice where Læ- 
titia was the handſomeſt woman in company, ſo, con- 
ſequently apply'd myſelf to her—and it ſeems ſhe has 
taken me at my word.—-Had you been there, or any 
*body, it had been the ſame. 


Vor. I. C BEL I. 
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BELL. I wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. 
| Vain. Never doubt it: for if the ſpirit of cuck- 
pldom be once raiſed up in a woman, the devil can't 
lay it till the has don't. ; 

BELL. Prithee, what ſort of fellow is Fondle- 
—_— | | | 

Varn. A kind of mongrel zealot, ſometimes very 
preciſe and peeviſh : but I have ſeen him pleaſant 
enough, in his way; much addicted to jealouſy, but 
more to fondneſs ; ſo that, as he is often jealous with- 

out a cauſe, he's as often ſatisfied without reaſon. | 
 _ BELL. A very even temper, and fit for my pur- 
ener I muſt get your man Setter to provide my diſ- 
iſe. 5 

VAIx. Ay, you may take him for good and all, if 
gol, for you have made him fit for nobody elſe— 

Cll__ 


BELL. You're gong to viſit in return of Sylvia's 
letter—Poor rogue. Any hour of the day or night 
will ſerve her, — But do you know nothing of a new 
rival there? 3 e 

Vain. Ves; Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended 
woman-hater, thinks her virtuous : that's one reaſon 
why I fail her, I would have her fret herſelf out of 
conceit with me, that ſhe may entertain ſome thoughts 
of him. I know he viſits her every day. | 
' BELL, Yet rails on ftill, and thinks his love un- 
known to us: à little time will ſwell him fo, he muſt 
be forc'd to give it birth; and the diſcovery muſt 
needs be very pleaſant from himſelf—to ſee'what pains 
he will take, and how he will ſtrain to be delivered of 
a ſecret, when he has miſcarried of it already. | 

Vain. Well; good morrow,—Let's dine together, 
T'Il meet at the c r N l 
BELL. With all my heart.—It lies convenient for 
us to pay our afternoon ſervices to our miſtreſſes. I 
find I am damnably in love; I'm ſo uneaſy for not 
having ſeen Belinda yeſterday. | | 
Vain. But I faw my Araminta, yet am as impa- 
_ PZ, 1 
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SCE NK 1h 


BELLMOUR alone. 


BELL, H.Y, what a cormorant in love am I! 

who, not contented with the flavery 
of honourable love in one place, and the pleaſure of 
enjoying ſome half a ſcore miſtreſſes of my own ac- . 
quiring, muſt yet take Vainlove's buſineſs upon my 
hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon his; ſo am not 
only forc'd to lie with other men's wives for em, but 
muſt alſo undertake the harder taſk of obliging their 
miſtreſſes.—I muſt take up, or I ſhall never hold out: 
Acſh and blood cannot bear it always. 


SEEN EM 


[To him.] SHARPER: 


BHARP, 1 M ſorry to ſee this, Ned! Once 4 
; man comes to his ſolilbquies, I give 
him for gone. | 5 

BEL. Sharper, Iam glad to ſee thee. 
Su ART. What, is Belinda cruel, that you are ſo 
thoughtful? _.. ' 1 S 

BELL. No, faith, not for that: but there's a buſi- 
neſs of conſequence fall'n out to- day that requires ſome 
conſideration. oo BW. 
- SHARP, Prithee, what mighty buſineſs of conſe- 
quence can'ſt thou have? | 

BELL, Why, you muſt know, tis a Piece of work 
toward the finiſhing of an alderman : it ſeems I muſt 
put the laſt hand to it, and dub him cuckold, that he 
may be of equal dignity with the reſt of his brethren 2 
ſo I muſt be Belinda's pardon, | 

SHARP, Faith, e'en give her over for good-and-all : 
you can have no hopes of getting her for a miſtreſs z 
and ſhe is too proud, too inconſtant, too affected and 
too witty, and too handſome for a wife, 

C 2 BELL, 
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BELL. But ſhe can't have too much money—there 
are twelve thouſand pounds, Tom. Tis true ſhe is ex- 
ceſhvely foppiſh — affected; but, in my conſcience, 
| believe the baggage loves me; for ſhe never ſpeaks 
well of me herſelf, nor ſuffers any. body elſe to rail at 
me. Then, as I told you, there are twelve thouſand 
pounds. — Hum !—Why, faith, upon ſecond thoughts, 
the does not appear to be ſo very affected neither. — 
Give her her due, I think the woman's a woman, and' 
that's all. As ſuch I'm ſure I ſhall like her; for the 
devil take me if I don't love all the ſex. 


SHARP. And here comes one who ſwears as heartily 
ke hates all the ſex. 


12 


SNR ' IV. 


| [To them.] HEARTWELL.. 


REL L. 'HO, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows 
better things. How now, George, 
where haſt thou been ſnarling odious truths, and en- 
tertaining company, like a vhyfician, with diſcourſe 
of their N — and infirmities? What fine lady haſt 
thou been putting out of conceit with herſelf. and 
perſuading that the face ſhe had been making all the 
morning, was nons of her own ? for I-know thou art 
as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a woman, as a 
looking-glaſs after the ſmall-pox.. 0 

HEART. I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſome 
lies and nauſeous flattery, fawning upon a little taw- 
dry whore that will fawn upon me again, and enter- 
tain any puppy that comes, like a tumbler, with the 
ſame tricks over and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have 
been your late employment. 

BELL. Would thou hadſt come a little ſooner ;: 
Vainlove would have wrought thy. converſion, and 
been a champion for the cauſe. =: 
HEART. What, has he been here? That's one of 
love's April-fools ; is always upon ſome errand that's 
to no purpoſe ; ever embarking in adventures, yes 
never comes to harbour, 


SH ARP. 
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SHARP. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul 
weather, loves to buffet with the winds,, meet the 
tide, and fail in the teeth of oppoſition; 


o 
. 


HEART. What, has he not dropt anchor at Ara- 
minta ? FE, | 
BELL. Truth on't is, ſhe fits his temper beſt ; is 
a kind of floating ifland 3 ſometimes ſeems in reach, 
then vaniſhes and keeps him buſied in the ſearch. 
SHARP. She had need have a good ſhare of ſenſe to 
manage fo capricious a lover. | | 
BeLr. Faith, I don't know; he's of a temper the 
moſt eaſy to himſelf in the world: he takes as much 
always of an amour as he cares for, and quits it when 
it grows ſtale or unpleaſant. 4 
HARP, An argument of very little paſſion, very 
good underſtanding, and very ill nature. | 
HEART. And proves that Vainlove plays the fool 
with diſcretion. | 7 k F . 
Su AR. You, Bellmour, are bound in gratitude to 
ſtickle for him; you with pleaſure reap that fruit 
which he takes pains to ſow: he does the drudgery 
in the mine, and you ſtamp your image on the 
old. AL onda vas 
5 BBLL. He's of another opinion, and _ I do the 
drudgery in the mine. Well, we have each our ſhare 
of ſport, and each that which he likes beſt; 'tis his 
di verſion to ſet, tis mine to cover the partridge. 
HEART. And it ſhould be mine to let em go 
again. | 177 | 
: Sadat. Not till you had mouth'd a little, George, 
F think that's all thou art fit for now. 

HEART. Good Mr.Y oung-fellow, you're miſtaken; 
as able as yourſelf, and as nimble too, though I mayn't 
have ſo much mercury in my limbs: *tis true, indeed, 
F don't foree appetite, but wait the natural call of my 
luſt, and think it time enough to be lewd; after I have 
had the temptation. - 360d 

BELL. Time enough; ay, too ſoon, I ſhoukl rather 
have expected, from a perſon of your gravity. 

HART. Yet it is —_— w_ late with ſome of 

ou young, termagant, ners — yon have all 
— Aliens the 9 — none of ihe pleaſure 
of the practice. Tis true, you are ſo eager in pur- 
« ſuit of the temptation, that you ſave the devil che 


trouble 
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trouble of leading you into it: nor is it out of diſcre< 


tion, that you don't ſwallow that very hook yourſelves 


have baited, but you ate cloy'd with the preparative 3 
and what you mean for a whet, turns the edge of your 
puny ſtomachs, Your love is like your courage, which 
you ſhew for the firſt year or two upon all occaſions ; 
nll, in a little time, being diſabled or diſarmed, you 
abate of your vigour z and that daring blade which 
was ſo often drawn, is bound to the peace for ever 
after. | $6. 
BEt.t.. Thou art an old fornicator of a fingular 
good principle indeed! and art for encouraging youth; 
that they may be as wicked as thou art at thy 

ears. n 
5 HEART. I am fot al every body be what they 
pretend to be; a whoremaſter be a whoremaſter ; and 
not like Vainlove, kiſs a lap-dog with paſſion, when it 
would diſguſt him from the lady's own lips. 

| BELL. That only happens ſometimes, where the 
dog has the ſweeter breath, for the more cleanly con- 
veyance. But, George, you muſt not quarrel with 
little gallantries of this nature: women are often won 
by em. Who would refuſe to kiſs a lap-dog, if it 
were preliminary to the lips of his lady ? | 
© SHARP. Or omit playing with her fan, and cool- 
ing her if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to 
the office of warming her when ſhe thould be cold ? 

_ BzLL: What is it to read a play in a rainy day? 
though you ſhould be now and then interrupted in a 
witty ſcene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her laughter 
till the jeſt were over: even that may be born with, 
conſidering the reward in proſpect. 

HEART. I confeſs, you that are women's aſſes bear 
greater burdens: are forced to undergo drefling, dan- 
cing, ſinging, fighing, whining, rhyming, flattering, 


lying, grinning, cringing, and the drudgery of lov- 


Ing to t. | 
— O, brute; the drudgery of —_—_ | 
HEART. Ay: why to come to love through all theſe 

incumbrances, is like coming to an eftate overcharg'd 


with debts, which, by the time you have 20994 ws ds 
Na- 


no further profit than what the bare tillage 

nuring of the land will produce at the expence of your 

own iweat. | — 
BELL. 


EM TTT 
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BELL. Prithy, how doſt thou love ? 5 
!h | 


SHARP, He! he hates the ſex. 

HART. So I hate phyſic too; yet I may love to 
take it for my health. | 

BELL. Well come off, George, if at any time you 
ſhould be taken ſtraying. | 

SHARP. He has need of ſuch an excuſe, conſider- 
ing the preſent ſtate of his body. 

ART, How d'ye mean? 

SHARP. Why, if whoring be purging (as you call 
it) then, I may ſay, marriage is entering into a courſe 
of phy ſic. 3 | i 
; > vx oY How, George, does the wind blow there? 

Haxzr. It will as ſoon blow north and by ſouth.— 
Marry, quotha ! I _ in Heaven I have a greater 
portion of grace, and I think I have baited too many 
of thoſe traps to be caught in one myſelf, | 

BELL. Who the devil would have thee? unleſs it 

were an oyſter-woman, to propagate young fry for 
Billingſgate—thy talent will never recommend thee to 
hay ng of better quality, ' 
Hax. My talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking truth, 
which I don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to 
people of 1 thank Heaven, I have very ho- 
neſtly purchas'd the hatred of all the great families 
in town. | | 

SHARP. And you in return of ſpleen hate them: 
but could you hope to be receiv'd into the alliance 
of a noble family 

HART. No; I hope I ſhall never merit that af- 
fliction — to be puniſh'd with a wife of birth — be a 
Nag of the firſt head, and bear my horns aloft, like 
one of the ſupporters of my wife's coat. S'death, I 
would not be a cuckold to e'er an illuſtrious whore in 
England. TY 

BELL. What, not to make your family, man! and 
provide for — children? e 
SHARP. For her children, you mean. 


HART. Ay, there you've nickt it - there's the de- 
vil upon devil. O, the pride and joy of heart *twou'd 
be to me, to have my ſon and heir reſemble ſuch a 
duke !— to have a fleering coxcomb ſcoff and cry, Mr. 
your ſon's mighty like his Grace; has juſt his ſmile 
and air of's face, Then replies another, — 
* 1- | 4 : a8 


_ — — — — — * 
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has more of the Marquis of ſuch a place, about hig 
noſe and eyes; though he has my Lord What-d'ye- 
calls mouth to a tittle. Then I, to put it off as un- 
concern'd, come, chuck the infant under the chin, 
force a ſmile, and cry, ay, the boy takes after his mo- 
ther's relations; when the devil and ſhe knows, 'tis a 
little compound of the whole body of nobility, 


dura, Ha hay ha 


BELL, Well but, George, I have one queſtion to 
aſk you— _ 

ART, Pſhaw, I have prattled away my time.—1 
hope you are in no haſte for an anſwer, for I fhan't 
ſtay now. 1 [ looking on his watch, 

ELL. Nay, prithee, George, — 

HART. No: befides my buſineſs, I ſee a fool com- 


Ing this Way. Adieu. : 1 i 


SCENE F, 


'BHARPER, BELLMOUR, - 


BELL. HAT does he mean ?—Oh, ?tis Sir 


Joſeph Wittoll, with his friend: but 
I ſee he has turn'd the corner, and goes another way. 
SHARP. What in the name of wander is it? ; 
BELL. Why, a fool. 8 © Re 
SHARP. The a tawdry outfide. | 
BELL. And a very beggarly 7 he may be 
worth your acquaintance.— A little of thy chymiſtry, 
Tom, may extract gold from that dirt. N 
SHARP. Say you fo? — faith I am as poor as a 
chymiſt, and would be as induſtrious. But what was 
he that follow'd him? Is not he a dragon that watches 
thoſe golden pippins ? | 
BELL. Hang him; no, he a dragon! if he be tis 
a very peaceful one: I can enſure his anger dormant : 
or ſhould he ſeem to rouſe, tis but well laſhing him, 
and he will ſleep like a top. | 
SHARP. Ay, 1s he of that kidney ? 
BELL. Yet is ador'd by that bigot, Sir Joſeph 
Wittoll, as the image of valour : he calls him his 
. 6 back, 
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back, and, indeed, they are never aſunder: yet, laſt 
night, I know not by what miſchance, the knight was 
alone, and had fallen into the hands of ſome night- 
walkers, who, I ſuppoſe, would have pillaged him; 
but I chanced to come by, and reſcued him; though J 
believe he was heartily frightened, for as ſoon as ever 
he was looſe, he ran away without ſtaying to ſee who 
had help'd him. 
SHARP, Is that bully of his in the army ? 


) BELL. No; but is a pretender, and wears the ha- 
bit of a ſoldier, which, now-a'days, as often cloaks 
| cowardice, as a black gown does atheiſm, You muſt 
know he has been abroad; went —_ to run away 
from a' campaign, enrich'd himſelf with the plunder 
of a few oaths, and here vents em againſt the general; 
0 who, ſlighting men of merit, and preferring only thoſe 


of intereſt, has made him quit the ſervice. 
SHARP, Wherein, no doubt, he magnifies his own 
performance. 
BELL. Speaks miracles! is the drum to his own 
raiſe ; the only implement of a ſoldier he reſembles, 
like that, being full of bluſtering noiſe and empti- 
neſs ü 
SHARP, And, like that, of no uſe but to be 
p beaten, | 
L BELL. Right; but then the compariſon breaks; for 
he will take a drubbing with as little noiſe as a pulpit 
cuſhion. 
SHARP, His name, and I have done ? 
BELL. Why that, to paſs it current too, he has 
; gilded with a title : he is callcd Captain Bluffe, 
SHARP, Well, Pl! endeavour his acquaintance, 
| You ſteer another courſe, are bound, 


For Love's Iſland : I for the golden coaft, 
May each ſucceed, in what he wiſhes moſt. 


: | End of the FixzsT AcT. 
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ACT n. SCENE L 


Sir JOSEPH: WiTTOLL, SHARPER following, 


1 


SHARPER, 


CO URE that's he, and alone! 
8 Sir Jo. Um! — Ay; this, this is the very damn'd 

lace ; the inhuman cannibals, the th nd- 
ed villains would have butcher'd me laſt night.-No- 
doubt they would have flea'd me alive, have fold my 
ſkin, and devour'd, &c. 

SHARP, How's this! 

Sir Jo. An it hadn't been for a civil gentleman. as 
came by and frighted *em away — but, agad, I durſt 
not ſtay to give him thanks. 

SHARP. This muſt be Bellmour he means. Ha! }- 
have a —_— | 

Sir Jo. Zooks, would the captain would come: the 
very remembrance makes me quake. Agad I ſhall ne- 
yer be reconciled to this place heartily. 

SHARP. *Tis but trying, and being where I am' at 
worſt, - Now, luck !—Curs'd fortune. This muſt be 
the place: this damn'd unlucky place— 

Sir Jo. „and fo tis! hy here has been 
more miſchief done, I perceive. 

SHARP, No: *tis gone; tis loſt! Ten thouſand 
devils on that chance which drew me hither. — Ay, 
here; juſt here: this ſpot to me is hell. Nothing to 
be found, but the deſpair of what I've loſt. 

| [ Looking about as in ſearch. 

Sir Jo. Poor gentleman.!—By the lord Harry, I'll 
ſtay no longer, for I have found too— 

HARP. a ! Who's that has found? What have 


you found > Reftore it 7 or, by 


Sir Jo. 


\ 
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Sir Jo. Not I, Sir; not I, as I've a foul to be 
ſav'd. I have found nothing but what has been to my 
loſs, as I may ſay, and as you were ſaying, fir. 

SHARP. O, your ſervant, fir; you are ſafe then it 
ſeems: 'tis an ill wind that blows nobody good. Well, 
you may rejoice over my ill fortune, ſince it paid the 
price of your ranſom, | 

Sir Jo. I rejoice ! agad, not I, fir: Pm very ſorry 
for your loſs, with all my heart, blood, and guts, fir; 
and if you did but know me, you'd ne'er ſay I were 
ſo ill natur'd. 

SHARP, Know you ! why, can you be fo ungrate- 
ful to forget me ? 

Sir Jo. O lord; forget him! No, no, fir, I don't 
forget you, becauſe I never faw your face before, 
agad. Ha, ha, ha. 

Snake, How! f Angrily. 

Sir Jo. Stay, ftay, fir; let me rtecolle&. — He's a 
damr'd angry fellow, —t believe I had better remem- 


ber him till 1 can get out of his fight: but out o'fight 
b out o'mind, | [ Afide. 
1 SHARP, Methought the fervice I did yowlaſt night, 
fr, in preſerving you from thoſe ruffians, might have 
1. taken better root in your ſhallow memory. 


Sir Jo. Gads-daggers, beits, blades, and fcabbards, 
this is the very gentleman!— How ſhall I make him a 
return ſuitable to the greatneſs of his merit. I had a 
pretty thing to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted it out 
1 of my memory. Hem, hem! fir, I moſt tubmiſfively 
implore your _— for my tranſgreſſion of ingrati- 
tude and omiſſion; having my intire dependance, fir, 
upon the ſuperfluity of your goodneſs, which, like an 
inundation, will, 1 hope, totally immerge the recol- 
| lection of my error, and leave me floating in your 

fight, upon the full blown bladders of repentance; by 
the help of which, I once more hope to fwim into your 
favour. | 1 | 
 SHARF, So-h; O, fir, I am eafily pacify'd: the 
| ack ent of a gentleman— " 

Sir Jo, Acknowledgment! fir, I am all over ac- 
knowledgment ; and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the 
greateſt extremity, by night or by day, in fickneſs or 
in health, winter or ſummer : all ſeaſons and occaſions 
Mall teſtify the reality and gratitude of your ſuper- 
: D 2 abundant 


- — = — — — 
— — — — 4 W 
8 — — 
22 — 
— —ñö—ép —— — — — — 
_ - — 


20 The Orp BAcuh ELO. 


abundant humble ſervant, Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Knut. 
Hem, hem ! 
_ SHARP, Sir Joſeph Wittoll ! | 

Sir Jo. The ſame, fir, of Wittoll-hall, in Comi- 
tatu Bucks. ö 

SHARP. Is it poſſible! Then I am happy to have 
obliged the mirrour of knighthood and pink of cour- 
teſy in the age. Let me embrace you? 

Bir Jo. O lord, fir? 

SHARP, My loſs I eſteem as a trifle repaid with 
intereſt, ſince it has purchas'd me the friendſhip and 

uaintance of the perſon in the world, whoſe cha- 

racter I admire. : 


Sir Jo. You are only pleas'd to fay fo, fir: but, 


| pray, if I may be ſo bold, what is that loſs you men- 


tion ? | 

SHARP. O, term it no longer fo, fir. In the ſcuf- 
fle Iaſt night, I only dropt a bill of an hundred pound, 
which, I confeſs, I came half deſpairing to recover 
but, thanks to my better fortune— 

Sir Jo. You have found it, fir, then it ſeems. I 
profeſs I'm heartily glad — . 
- - SHARP. Sir! your humble ſervant: I don't queſ- 
tion but you are, that you have ſo cheap an opportu- 
nity of expreſſing your gratitude and generoſity, ſince 
the paying ſo triviat a fum will wholly acquit you and 
doubly engage me. at 4 

Sir. Jo. What a-dickens does he mean by a trivial 
ſum ? yg But han't you found it, fir! 
SHARP. No otherwiſe, I yow to gad, but in my 
one in you, fir. 1 IK 

ir Jo. Humb ! | 

- SHARP. :But that's ſufficient : *twere injuſtice ta 
doubt the honour of Sir Joſeph Wittoll. - | | 

Sir Jo. O lord, fir. | 

SHARP. Vou are above (I'm ſure) a thought ſo 
low, to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in your 
ſervice: nay, twas in a manner—paid down for your 
deliverance: *twas ſo much lent you: and you ſcorn, 
PI fay that for you— © *' + | 

Sir Jo. Nay, I'll fay that for myfelf (with your 
leave, fir,) I do ſcorn a dirty thing. But, agad, I'm 
2 little out of pocket at preſent. | 


SHARP. 
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SmAnrP. Pſhaw, you can't want a hundred pound. 
Your word is ſufficient any where: *tis but borrow- 
ing ſo much dirt; you have large acres and can ſoon 
repay it—Money is but dirt, Sir Joſeph—Meer dirt. 

Sir Jo. But J profeſs, *tis a dirt I have waſhed my 
hands of at preſent : I have laid it all out upon my 
back. | | | 

SHARP. Are you ſo extravagant in cloaths, Sir 
Joſeph ? 

Sir Jo. Ha, ha, ha; a very good jeſt I profeſs : 
ha, ha, ha, a very good jeſt; and 1 did not know 
that I had ſaid it; and that's a better jeſt than tother. 
'Tis a fign you and I ha'n't been long acquainted : 

ou have loſt a good jeſt for want of — me 
Le mean a friend of mine whom I call my Back; 
he ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows me through all 
dangers He is, indeed, back, breaſt, and headpiece, à8 
it were to me—agad, he's a brave fellow—Paul, I 
am quite another thing when I am with him. I 
don't fear the devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he he by. Ah 
had he been with me laſt night— my | 

SHARP. If he had, fir, what then? He could have 
done no more, nor perhaps have ſuffered ſo much 
Had he a hundred pound to loſe? [ Angrily, 

Sir Jo. O, Lord, fir, by no means, (but I might 
have ſav'd a hundred pound); I meant innocently, as 
I hope to be ſaved, fir, (a damn'd hot fellow): only 
as I was ſaying, I let him have all my ready money to 
redeem his great ſword from limbo—But, fir, I have 
a letter of credit to Alderman Fondlewife, as far as 
two hundred pound, and this afternoon; you ſhall ſee I 
am 5 perſon, ſuch a one as you would wiſh to have met 
With — 

SHARP, That you are, Þll be ſworn, [aſde.] Why 
that's great, and like yourſelf. 


Sn 0 


| [To them] Captain BLUFFE. 
Sir Jo. Here a comes----Ay, my Hector of 
. Troy; welcome, my bully, my back: 
agad, my heart has gone a pit- pat for thee, 


BLUFF. 
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Brvey. How now, my young knight? Not for 
fear, I hope: he that knows me, muſt be a ſtranger to 
fear. | 
Sir Jo. Nay, agad; J hate fear ever ſince I had like 
to — dy'd . Fight—But—— | 
BLvFy. But, look you here, boy, here's your an- 
tidote ; here's your Jeſuits Powder for a ſhaking fit 
But who haſt — got with thee; is he mettle ? 
a | [ Laying his hand upon his fword. 
Sir fo. Ay, Bully, a deviliſh ſmart fellow: a will 
fight like a cock. f oY 8 Nee 
Brvyy. Say you ſo ? then, I honour him—Burt has 
ke been abroad? for every. cock will fight upon his 
own dunghill. NN. LIE 
Sir Jo. I don't know; but PII preſent you 
- BLvFe, P' recommend myſelf—Sir, I honour you: 
J underſtand you love fighting ; I reverence a man that 
loves hghting ; fir, I kiſs your hilts. | 
SHARP. Sir, your ſervant; but you are mifinform- 
ed: for, unleſs it be to ſerve my particular friend, as 
Sir Joſeph here, my country, or my religion, or in 
ſome very juſtifiable cauſe, I'm not for it, 
-—Brvxe. O, Lord! I beg your pardon, fir: I find 
ow are not of my palate j5 you can't reliſh a diſh of 
ing, without ſweet ſauce. Now, I think—fight- 
ing, fighting fake's ſufficient cauſe: fighting to 
me's religion and the laws, ech OI e 
Sir Jo. Ah, well ſaid, my here, Was not that 
at, fir? By the Lord Harry, he ſays true! fight- 
ing, is meat, drink and cloth to him. But, Back, this 
gentleman is one of the beſt friends I have in the 
world, and ſaved my life laſt night - Vou know I told 


- 


ou. | 
: BLuyy. Ay; then I honour him again—Sir, may I 
crave your name ? BOY OE DDR ORG $4 

SHARP, Ay, Sir; my name's Sharper. | 
Sir Jo. Pray, Mr. Sharper, embrace my Back— 
Very well—by the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharper, he's as 
brave a fellow as Cannibal : are not you, Bully-Back ? 
SHARP. Hannibal, I believe, you mean, Sir Joſeph. 
BLurr. Undoubtedly he did, fir: faith, Hannibal 
was a very pretty fellow—Bur, Sir Joſeph, compari- 
ſons are odious Hannibal was a very pretty fellow in 
thoſe days, it muſt be granted—bur, alas! fir, were 
wy he 
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he alive now, he would be nothing, nothing in the 
earth, | 

SHARP. How, Sir? I make a doubt, if there be at 
this day a greater general breathing. 

BLurr. Ch! excuſe me, fir. Have you ſerved 
abroad, fir ? | 

SHARP, Not J, really, fir. 

BLurr. Oh! I thought ſo—Why, then, you can 
know nothing, fir. I am afraid you ſcarce know the 
biſtory of the late war in Flanders, with all its par- 
- ticulars, | 

SHARP, Not I, fir; no more than public letters, os 
gazettes tells us. 

BLuFF. Gazette! Why there again, now—Why, 
fir, there are not three words of truth, the year round, 
put into the CGazette—P'l] tell you a ſtrange thing, now, 
as to that—You muſt know, fir, I was 9 in 
Flanders the laſt campaign; had a ſmall poſt there 
but no matter for that—Perhaps, fir, there was ſcarce 
any _ of moment done, but an humble ſervant of 
1 that ſhall be nameleſs, was an eye-witneſs of — 

won't ſay he had the greateſt ſhare in't. Though J 
might ſay that too, fince I name nobody you know— 
Well, Mr. Sharper, would you think it? in all that 
time—as I hope for a truncheon—this raſcally ga- 
zettee writer never ſo much as once mention'd me 
Not once, by the wars Took no more notice, than as 
if Nol. Blufte had not been in the land of the living. 

SHARP. Strange! 

Six Jo. Yet, by the Lord Harry, 'tis true, Mr, 
Sharper ; for I went cvery day to coftee-houſes to read 
the Gazette myſelf. 

BLV. Ay, ay, no matter - You fee, Mr, Sharper, 
after all, I am content to retire Live a private per- 
ſon— Scipio, and others, have done it. 

SHARP, Impudent rogue. [ Aſide, 

Six Jo. Ay, this damn'd modeſty of yours—Agad, 
if he would put in for't, he might be made general 

himſelf yet. | 
1 Oh! fie; no, Sir Joleph—You know I hate 

is. ä 

Sir Jo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a littie, how 
vou eat fire once out of the mouth of a cannon—agad, 


- 
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he did: thoſe impenetrable whiſkers of his, have con- 
fronted flames 

BLurr. Death! what do you mean Sir Joſeph ? 

. Six Jo. Look you, now; I tell you, he's ſo modeft 
he'll own nothing. ba, 

BLUFF. Piſh, you have put me out: I have forgot 
what I was about. Pray, hold your tongue, and give 
me leave. : [ Angrily, 

Six Jo. I am dumb. | 

BLvFF. This ſword, I think, I,was telling you of, 
Mr. Sharper—This ſword I'll maintain to be the beft 
divine, anatomiſt, lawyer or caſuiſt in Europe: it ſhall 
decide a controverſy, or ſplit a cauſe—— 

SIR Jo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak : it will ſplit a hair, 
by the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 

BLuye. Zounds! Sir, it's a lie; you have not ſeen 
it, nor ſhan't ſee it: far, I ſay you can't fee. What 
d'ye fay to that, now? 5 

Six .. I am blind. 

BL uyy. Death! had any other man interrupted me 

1 Good Mr. Sharper, ſpeak to him: I dare 
not look that way. | 
| SHARP. Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. | 

BLvye. O, I am calm, Sir; calm as a diſcharged 
culverin—But *twas indiſcreet, when you know what 
will provoke me—Nay, come, Sir Joleph, you know 
my heat's ſoon over. 4 * INES 

Six Jo. Well, I am a fool ſometimes—But I'm 
ſorry —— 

Drury. Enough. | 

Six Jo. Come, we'll go take a glaſs to drown ani- 
moſities. Mr. Sharper, will you partake ? 

SHARP. I wait on * Sir: nay, pray, captain 
You are Sir Joſeph's Back. 


Gan m. 


ARAMINTA, BELINDA, BETTY, waiting in 
ARAMINTA's Apartment. 


BELIx. 


couſin, no more. Oh! Gad, I ſwear 


* you'd make one fick to hear you. 


ARAM. 


H ! nay, dear—prithee ood, dear, ſweet, 


Py 
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AR AM. Bleſs me! what have I ſaid to move you 
thus ? 
BxELIN. Oh! you have raved, talked ;dly, and all 
in commendation of that filthy, aukward, two-leg'd 
creature, man—you don't know what you' ve wick: 
your fever has tranſported you 

ARAM, If love be the fever which you mean, kind 
heav'n avert the cure. Let me have oil _ feed that 
flame, and never let ir be extinct, till 1 188 am 
Ames. N 

Brix. There was 4 whihe o, 614. T hate your 
horrid fancy—This love is the devil; and ſore to be in 
love, is to he poſſeſs'd Tis in the bead, the heart, the 
blood, che All over O, Gad, you are quite ſpoil'd | 
I ſhall loath the fight of mankind for your ſaxe. 

ARAM. Fie! this is groſs affectation— A little of 
Bellmour's company would change the ſcene. 2 

BELIx. Filthy fellow! I wonder, coun —— 

Aram..I wonder, coufin, you ſhould imagine 1 
don't perceive you love him. 

BELIx. Oh! Tlove * fancy! Ha, ha, 
ha, love a man! 

ARAu. Lott a man yes; Jou would not t love a 
E 

BELIx. Of all beaſts, not an afsLyhjith is (6 like 
your Vainloye—Lard, I have ſeen an afs look ſo cha- 
grin; ha, ha, ha, (you muſt pardò me, I can't help 
lau ghing) that an abſolute lover would Have concluded 
the” poor creature to have hid darts, and flames; and 
altars, and all that in his breaſt. Araminta, come, 
Pl talk ſeriouſly to you now ; could you but fee with 
my eyes, the Puffoonery of one ſcene of addreſs, a 
lover ſet out with all his equipage and appurtenances; 
O, Gad! ſure you would. — But you play the game, 
and conſequently can't ſee che N obyious N 
every ſtander by.— 97 
ARAM, Yes, yes, I can (Tee ſomething ir v it _ 
you and Bellmour meet. Tou don't know. that you 
dreamt of Bellmour laſt” night, e aud called kimaJoud\m 
your ſleep. 500 STA” MEAS g 

Brix. Piſh, I cen't help dreaming. of. dheodvil 
fometimes ; would you from thence infer I love him? 

Ax AM. But that's not all 37 you caught me in Four 
arms when you named him, and preſs'd me apy — 45 

. . EIn a baoſom 
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boſom — Sure, if I had not pinch'd you till you waked, 


you had ſtifled me with kiſſes. 
BRLIx. O, barbarous aſperſion! 3 

AR AM. No aſperſion, couſin; we are alone — Nay, 
I can tell you more. | 

BELINx. I deny it all. - 

ARAM. What! before you hear it? 

BELin. My denial is premeditated, like your ma- 
lice—Latd, coufin, youtalk oddly— What ever the mat- 
ter is, O my ſol, I'm afraid you'll follow evil courſes. 

ARAM. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant, 

BELIiNn. You may laugh, but— 

ARAM. ha, ha, ha. 

BELIN. You think the malicious grin becomes you 
— The devil take Bellmour—Why do you tell me of 


ARAM. Oh, is it come out—now you are angry, I 
am ſure you love him. I tell nobody elſe, coutin—I 
have not betray'd you yet. . 

BELIx. Prithee, tell it all the world, tis falſe. 

AR AM. Come, then kiſs and friends, 

BELIx. Piſh. | | . 

Ax A. Prithee don't be ſo peeviſh. 

BELIx. Prithee don't be ſo unpertinent. Betty. 

ARAM. Ha, ha, ha. | 

BETTY. Did your ladyſhip call, madam ? 

- -BELIN. Get my hood and tippet, and bid the foot- 
man call a chair. n 
Ax Ax. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, 


s EN E lv. 


[To them.] Foor Ax. 


Foor. ADAM, there are 55 
9 ws BERLIN. Is there a chair? | 
For. No, madam; there are Mr. Bellmour and 


Ss A. «> 


Mr. Vainlove to wait upon your ladyſhip. 


ARAM. Are they below ? | 5 
Foor. No, madam; they ſent before, to know if 


you were at home. 


BELIx, The viſit's to you couſin : I ſuppoſe I am 


at my liberty. 


ARAM, Be ready to ſhew them up. 


SCENE 
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S&T E-N EY, 


[To them.] BETTY, with hoods and looking-glaſs. 


Can't tell, coufin, I believe we are equally con- 
cern'd: but if you continue your * it 
won't be very entertaining - (I know ſhe'd fain be per- 
ſuaded to ay.) | Aſide. 
BELIx. I ſhall oblige yu in leaving you to the 
full and free enjoyment of that converſation you ad- 
mire. 
BELIN. Let me ſee; hold the glaſs—Lard, I look 
wretchedly to-day ! 
| ARAM. Betty, why don't you help my couſin ? 
| [Putting on her hood. 
BELIx. Hold off your fiſts, and ſee that he gets a 
chair with a high roof, or a very low ſeat—Stay, come- 
back here, you Mrs. Fidget—you are ſo ready to 
to the footman—Here, take them all again; my mind's 
chang'd, I won't go. 


S CS. NE XFh 


ARAMINTA, BELINDA. 


ARA. Q, this I expected Vou won't oblige me, 
then, couſin, and let me have all the com- 
pany to myſelf? ' = | 
BELIN. No; upon deliberation, I have too much 
charity to truſt you to yourſelf. The devil watches 
all opportunities; and in this favourable diſpoſition of 
your mind, heav'n knows how far you may be tempt- 
ed: I am tender of your reputation. 
ARAM. I am oblig'd to you But who's malicious 
now, Belinda? | 
BELIx. Not I; witneſs my heart, I ſtay out of 


pure affection. | 


_ ARAM, In my conſcience, I believe you. 
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S S EN E. FVII. 


[To them.] VAIN LOVE, BELLMOuR, FoorMuAx. 


BELL. & O, n prais'd-! To. fad you both 
8 within, ladies, is 


AR AM. No miracle, I hope. bog | 

BELL. Not o'your ſide, madam, I confeſs—But my 
tyrant there, and 1; are-two buckets that can never 
come together. 
| 1 are ever like Vet we often meet and 
claſh. * 

BELL. How never, never like ! marry Hymen for- 
bid. But this it is, to run ſo extravagantly in debt; 
J have laid out ſuch a world of love in your ſervice, that 
you think you can never be able to pay me all: ſo 
ſhun me for the ſame reaſon that you would a dun. 

BELIx. Ay, on my conſcience, and the moſt im- 
pertinent and troubleſome of duns —a dun for mone 
will be quiet, when he ſees his debtor has not where- 
withal—but a dun for love, is an eternal torment that 
never reſts f 

BELL. Till he has created love where there was 
none, and then gets it for his pains. For importunity in 


love, like importunity at court, firſt creates its own in- 


tereſt, and then purſues it for the favour. 

An Au. Favours that are got by impudence and im- 
e N are like diſcoveries from the rack, when 
the afflicted perſon, for his eaſe, ſometimes confeſſes 


ſecrets his heart knows nothing of. 


 Vaaix. I ſhould rather think favours, ſo gain'd, to 
be duerewards to indefatigable devotion—Foras loye is 
a deity, he muſt be ſerv'd by prayer. | 
 BELix. O, Gad, would you would all pray to love 

then, and let us alone. | 

V ain. You are the temples of love, and *tis thro? 
you our devotion muſt be convey'd. | 

ARAM. Rather poor filly idols of your own mak- 
ing, which, n the leaſt diſpleaſure, you forſake, and 
ſet up new—Every man now changes his miſtreſs and 


his religion, as his humour yaries or his intereſt, 
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Vain. O, madam : 

ARAM. Nay, come, I find we. are growin ſerious, 
and then we are in great danger of being dull—If my 
mufic-maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a 
new ſong, which comes pretty near my own opinion 
of love and your ſex—Who's there ? Is Mr. Gavot 
gone? £17 ICI. 

Foor. Only to the next door, madam: Pl call 
him. PRre 5 


$S CE KN EF 


ARAMINTA, BELINDA, VAINLOVE, and BELL 
MOUR, 
BELL. HY, you won't hear me with pa- 
tience. 
Ax AM. What's the matter, couſin? 
BELL. Nothing, madam, only 
BELIN. Prithee, hold thy tongue — Lard, he has fo 
peſter'd me with flames and ſtuff I think I fhawt en- 
dure the fight of a fire this twelvemonth. 
BELL. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen heart. 
BELIx. O, Gad, I hate your hideous fancy—you 
ſaid that once before If you muſt talk impertinently, 
for heaven's ſake let it be with variety; don't come 
always, like the devil, wrapt in flames—T'll not hear a 
ſentence more that begins with an, I burn Or an, 
F beſzech you, madam. | 
BzLL. But tell me how you would be ador'd——1 
am very tractable. | 
BERLIN. Then know, I would be ador'd in filence. 
BELL. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have 
all the talk to yourſelf—Y ou had better let me ſpeak ; 
for, if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I ſhall make vil- 
lainous figns. 1 | ur. 
BrLIx. What will you get by that? to make ſuch 
figns as I won't underſtand, | . 


BELL. Ay, but if I'm tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all 
my actions free to—quicken your apprehenfion—and, - 
F'gad, let me tell you, my moſt prevailing argument 
is expreſs'd in-dumb-ſhew. ©. 
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8 * E | N E : N. 
[To them] Mosic-MasrEx. 
ARAM. 


Lam glad we ſhall have a ſong to di- 


vert the diſcourſe Pray, oblige us 
with the laſt new ſong. ING 


& 0; N G. 


I. 
Thus to a ripe, conſenting maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
Would you lon 18 your lover ? 
Would you ftill his goddeſs reign ? - 
Never let him all diſcover, 
Never let him much obtain. 


II. 
Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſhing at your feet they lye : 
But admitting their embraces, 
Wakes em from the golden dream; 
Nothing's new befides our faces, 
Every woman is the ſame. 


Ax Ax. So, how d'ye like the ſong, gentlemen ? 

BELL. O very well perform'd—but I don't much 
admire the words. | 

ARAM. I expected it—there's too much truth in 
'em. If Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the garden, 


we'll have it once again you may like it better at ſe- 


cond ogy Yowll bring my couſin. 

BELL. Faith, madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but 
I'll make figns. © ls ad 
[ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb-ſhew. 
BELIx. O, foh, your dumb rhetoric is more ridi- 


culous than your talking impertinence, as an ape is 


a much more troubleſome animal than a parrot. 
AR AM. Ay, couſin, and tis a fign the creatures mi- 
mic nature well; for there are few men, but do more 


BELL, 
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BELL, Well, I find my apiſhneſs had paid the ran- 
ſom for my ſpeech, and A it at liberty—tho?, I con- 
feſs, I could bo well enough pleas'd to drive on a love 
. bargain, in that filent manner—'twould fave a man a 

world of lying and ſwearing at the year's end. Beſides, 
I have had a Fttle experience, that brings to mind 


Kind looks and actions, from ſucceſs, do prove, 


When wit and reaſon,” both have faiPd to move; ; 
Ev'n filence may be eloquent in love. 


End of the SEconD AcT, 


ACT m. SCENE. 1. 
S CE N E, The Street. 


SILVIA and Luc x. 


SILVIA. 


VvW ILL he not come, then! 
 Lvey. Yes, yes; come, I warrant him, if 
you will go in-and be ready to receive him. 
SILv. Why did you not tell me? —-Whom mean 
ou? . 
* Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 
SILv. Senſeleſs Mi fon I meant my Vainlove. 


Lucy. You mays ſoon hope to recover your own 
maidenhead as his lo e. Therefore e' en ſet your heart 
at reſt, and, in the name of opportunity, mind your 
own buſineſs. Strike Heartwell home, before the 
bait's worn off the hook. Age will come. He nib- 
bled fairly yeſterday, and, no doubt, will be eager 
enough 8 to ſwallow the temptation. 

SILv. Well, fince there's no remedy Vet tell me 
for I would know, though to the anguiſh of my ſoul, 
how did he refuſe ? Tell me, how did he receive my 
letter ? In anger or in ſcorn ? 


Lucy. 
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Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, 
with damn'd, ſenſeleſs indifference, | By this light, 1 
could have ſpit in his face—Receive it! Why, he 
receiv'd it, as I would one of your lovers that ſhould 
come empty -handed ; as a court lord does his mercer's 
bill, or a begging dedication ;=— He receiv'd it, as 
if't had been a letter from his wife. , . 

SILV. What did he not read it? | 


* Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his reſpects, and 


| faid, he would take time to peruſe it—but then he 
was in haſte. _ 3 

SILv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and 
Araminta has bewitched him from me—Oh, how the 
name of rival fires my blood !—I could _ curſe em 
both; . eternal jealouſy attend her love, and diſap- 
pointment ſport his. Oh, that I could reyenge the 
- torment he has caus'd !—Methinks I feel the. woman 
_ ſtrong within me, and vengeance kindles in the room 
of love. © | 4 . 

Lucy. L have that in my head, may make miſchief. 

SILV. How, dear Lucy ? 

Lvey. You know, Araminta's diſſembled coyneſs 
has won, and keeps him hers 

S1Lv. Could we perſuade him that ſhe loves another. 

Lucy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, that 
ſhe doats on him himſelf—Contrive à kind letter, as 


from her, *twould diſguſt his nicety, and take away 


his ſtomach. 2 | 
SLV. Impoſſible ! "Twill never take. 
- Lucy. Trouble not your head: let me alone—l will 
inform myſelf of what paſſed between em to-day, and 
about it ſtreight—Hold, Pm miſtaken, or that's N 
well, who ſtands talking at the ger tis he- go, get 
you in, madam, receive him plèaſantly; dreſs up your 
face in innocence and ſmiles; and diſſemble the very 
.. want of diffimulation—Y ou know what will take him. 
SiLy. Tis as hard to counterfeit love, as it is to 
conceal it: but ll do my weak endeayour, though I 
fear I have not art. ; | | G 
Luc. Hang art, madam, and truſt to nature for 
diſſembling. 75 
Man was, hy nature, woman's cully made: 
We never are, but by ourſelves, betray'd. 
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s S EN Eu. 
HEARTWELL, VAIxxovEand BELLMOUR following. 


BELL. IST, hiſt; is not that Heartwell going 
to Silvia! 

Vain, He's talking to himſelf, I think ; prithee, 

let's try if we can hear him. 

HEART. Why, whither, in the devil's name, am I 
a-going now? Hum let me think—Is not this Silvia's 
houſe, the cave of that enchantreſs, and which, conſe- 
quently, I ought to ſhun as I would infection? To 
enter here, is to put on the envenom'd ſhirt, to run 
into the embraces of a fever, and in ſome raving fit, 
be led to plunge myſelf into that more conſuming fire, 
a woman's arms. !. well recollected; I will reco- 
ver my reaſon, and be gone. 

BELL. Now, Venus forbid ! 

Vain, Huſh 

HEART. Well, why do you not move? Feet, do 

our office — not one inch; no, foregad I'm caught 

here ſtands my north, and thither my needle points 
Now could I curſe myſelf, yet cannot repent. O, 
thou delicious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive woman! 
S'death, how the young fellows will hoot me ! I ſhall 
be the jeſt of the town: nay, in two days, I expect to 
be chronicled in ditty, and ſung in woeful ballad, to 
the tune of the 7 mgm cen Maiden's Comfort, or 
the Bachelor's Fall; and upon the third, I ſhall be 
hang'd in effigies paſted up for the exemplary orna- 
ment of neceflary houſes, and coblers ſtalls Death! 
I can't think on't—PU run into the danget, to loſe the 
apprehenſion. i 


/ 


: | S —4 E. N E III. 
BELLMOUR, VAIN LOVE. 


BELL. A VERY certain remedy, probatum 1 
; A Ha, ha, ha, poor George, thou art th” 
right; cher baff fold e 


f to laughter: the ill-na 
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turd town will find the jeſt juſt where thou haſt loſt 
it. Ha, ha, how a' ſtruggled, like an old lawyer be- 
tween two fees. 


V ain. Or a young wench, between pleaſure and- 
reputation. 7. 


BELL. Or as you did to-day, when half afraid, you 
ſnatch'd a kiſs from Araminta. - Ag 
Vain. She has made a quarrel on't. 
BELL. Pauh, women are only angry at ſuch offen- 
ces, to have the pleaſure of forgiving *em. ' 
- Vain. And I love to have the pleafure of making 
my peace ſhould not eſteem a pardon, if too eafily 
Won, wy 
© BELL. Thou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be 
at: whether thou would'{t have her angry or pleas'd. 
Could'ſt thou be content to marry Araminta ? 
V ain. Could you be content to go to heaven ? 
BELL. Hum, not immediately; in my conſcience, 
not heartily. I'd do a little more good in my gene- 
ration firſt, in order to deſerve it. teſt 
Vain. Norl to marry Araminta, till I merit her. 


BELL. But how the devil doſt thou expect to get 
her, if ſhe never yield ? 


V ain. That's true; but I would 


BELL. Marry her without her conſent ; thou'rt a 
riddle beyond woman. 


N E. rr. 


[To them.] SET TER. 


RUSTY Setter, what tidings? How goes the 
| : project? | 
ETTER. As all lewd projects do, Sir, where the 

devil prevents our endeavours with ſucceſs. 

BELL. A good hearing, Setter. 

Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your engineer. 

BELL. And haſt thou provided neceſlaries ? 

SETTER. All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified hat, and 
the little preciſe band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual 
cloak, to cover carnal knavery—not forgetting the 
black patch which Tribulation Spintext wears, as I'm 
- inform'd, upon one eye, as a penal mourning for che 


ogling 
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ogling offences of his youth: and ſome ſay, with that 


eye he firſt diſcover'd the frailty of his wife. 


BELL. Well, in this fanatic father's habit, will I con- 
feſs Lætitia. + ut 1 
 SeTTER. Rather prepare her for confeſſion, Sir, by 
helping her to ſin. : 
„BELL. Be at your maſter's lodging in the evening; 
I ſhall uſe. the robes. 


unn * 8 C E N E « 3 f 


SETTER alone. 


* 


Sxrrrzn. T SHALL, SI wonder to which of theſe 


| two gentlemen I do moſt properly apper- 
tain—the one uſes me as his attendant, the other (be- 
ing the better acquainted with my parts) employs me 
as a pimp; why that's much the more honourable em- 
ployment—By all means—I follow one as my maſter, 
rother follows me as his conductor. 


S C EN E | VI. 


[To him.] Lucy. 


Lucy. HERE the hang-dog, his man—I had 


a power over him in the reign of my miſ- 
treſs; but he is too true a valet de chambre not to 
affect his maſter's faults ; and, conſequently, is re- 
volted from his allegiance. _ 5 
. SETTER. | Undoubtedly, 'tis impoſſible to be a pimp 


and not a man of parts. That is, without being poli- 


tic, diligent, ſecret, wary, and ſo forth—and to all 
this, valiant as Hercules—that is, paſſively valiant, ' 
and actively obedient. Ah! Setter, what a treaſure 


is here loſt for want of being known? 


_ . Lucy, Here's ſome villainy a- foot, he's fo thought- 
ful; may be, I may diſcover ſomething in my max 
Worthy Sir, a word with you. {| Puts en her maſe. 

SETTER. Why, if I were known, I might come to 
be a great man ; 
** F 2 Luer 
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Luc v. Not to interrupt your meditation — 
© SETTER. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has pro- 
cur'd his greatneſs by pumping. Me 

3 Luc. Now, poverty and the pox light upon thee, 
for a contemplative pimp 
SETTER. Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſſy haſt 
awaken'd me from my dream of glory? Speak, thou 
vile diſturber er £544 
Lucy. Of thy moſt vile cogitations—thou poor, 
conceited wretch, how wert thou valuing thyſelf upon 
thy maſter's employment, For he's "he head pimp 
to Mr. Bellmour. | 


SETTER. Good words, damſel, or I ſhall—But how 
f doſt thou know my maſter or me? 
Lucy. Les, I know both maſter and man to be 
SETTER. To be men, perhaps; nay, faith, like 
enough : I often march in the rear of my maſter, and 
enter the breaches which he has made. 


Lucy. Ay, the breach of faith which he has begun: 
thou traitor to thy lawful princeſs. nam of, 
SxTTER. N how now! prithee, who art? Lay 
by that worldly face, and produce your natural vizor. 

Lucy. No, ſirrah; PH keep it on to abuſe thee, 
and leave thee without hopes of revenge. 

SETTER. Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye : thou art ſome 
forſaken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore— 
and art come to tickle my imagination with remem- 
brance of iniquity paſt. l | a 

Lvey. No, thou pitiful flatterer of thy maſter's im- 
perfections; thou maukin, made up of the ſhreds 
and parings of his ſuperfluous fopperies. . 

SETTER. Thou art thy miſtreſs's foul felf, com- 
poſed of her ſullied iniquities and eloathing. 
| Lvcy, Hang thee, beggar's cur— Thy maſter is 
but a mumper in love, lies canting at the gate; but 
never dares preſume to enter the houſe. | 

SETTER, Thou art the wicket to thy miſtreſs's 
gate, to be opened for all comers, In fine, thou art 
the high road to thy miſtreſs. 

Lvey. Beaſt, filthy toad! I can hold no longer; 
look, and tremble. = | [ Unmaſks. 
SETTER. How, Mrs, Lucy ! fn 

Evey. I wonder thou haft the impudence to look 
me in the face. | 


a 3 | | SETTER, 
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SETTER. Adſbud! who's in fault, miſtreſs of mine? 
who flung the firſt ftone? who undervalued my 
function? and who the devil could know you by in- 


ſtinct ? 


Lucy. You could know my office by tfiſtinQ, and 
be hang d! which you have flander'd moſt abomina- 
bly. It vexes me not what you ſaid of my perſon ; 
but that my innocent calling ſhould be. expos'd and 
ſcandaliz dl cannot bear it. | 

SETTER Nay, faith, Lucy, I'm ſorry; I'll own 
myſelf to blame, though we were both in fault, as ta 
our offices—Come, Þll make you any reparation. +» 

Lucy. Swear. 

SETTER, I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my power. 

Lucy. To be brief, then; what is the reaſon your 
maſter did not appear to-day, according to the ſum- 
mons I brought him? 

SETTER.. To anſwer you as briefly—he has a cauſe 
to be tried in another court. 

- Lvcy. Come, tell me in plain terms, how forward 
he is with Araminta, | yoo 

SETTER. Too forward to be turn'd back—though 
he's a little in diſgrace at preſent, about a kiſs he 
forc' d. You and I can kiſs, Lucy, without all that. 

- Lucy. Stand off—he's a precious jewel. 

SETTER, And, therefore, you'd have him to ſet in 
your lady's locket. ; 

Lucy. Where is he now? 

SETTER. He'll be. in the Piazza preſently. 

Lucy. Remember to-day's — be me ſec 
you with a penitent face. 

SETTER. What! no token of amity, Lucy? you 
and I don't uſe to part with dry lips. 

. Lucy. No, no; avaunt—Pll not be flabber'd and 
kiſs'd now—l'm not i'th' humour. | 

SETTER. I'll not quit you ſo—PT'll follow, and put 
you into the humour, A 


SCENE 
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en e eee ee 
Sir Jos EFH WITTOTTL, BLUFFE, 


BLurr. A's ſo, out of your  unwonted gene- 

* re e 

Sir Jo. And good nature, Back: I am good natur'd, 

and 1 cart pit 2:5 i” {LV 

BLur r. You have given him a note upon Fondle- 
wife for a hundred pounds. n 

Sir Jo. AY, ay, poor fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 

Br.urF. You have diſoblig'd me in it—for I have 
occaſion for the money, and if you would look me in the 
face again and live, go, and force him to redeliver you 

the note—go—and bring it me hither. ll -ftay here 
. Y day till he day ef Judgment 

Sir Jo. You may ſtay ti e day of judgment 
then, by the lord aby I Know r n 
to be run through the guts for a hundred pound Why, 
I gave that hundred pound for being fav'd, an d' ye 
think, an there were no danger, Plt be fo ungrateful 
to take it from the gentleman again? 

BLur r. Well, go to him from me— tell him, I ſay, 
he muſt refund or bilbo's the word, and ſlaughter will 
enſue if he refuſe, tell him - but whiſper that tell him 
— PV pink his ſoul but whiſper that ſoftly to him. 

Sir Jo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't, I 
warrant you—-why, what a devil's the matter, Bully? 
are you mad, or d' ye think I'm mad ? Agad, for m 
part, I don t love to be the meſſenger of ill news; tis 
an ungrateful office So tell him yourſelf. | 

BLU. By theſe hilts, I believe he frightened'you 
into this compoſition, . I believe you gave it him out 
of fear, pure paltry fear confeſs. * 

Sir Jo. No, no, hang't, I was not afraid neither 
though, Feontets, he did in a manner ſnap me up yet 
I can't ſay that it was altogether out of fear, but part- 
ly to prevent miſchief— for he was a deviliſh choleric 
Glow ; and if my choler had been up too, agad, there 

would have been miſchief done, that's flat. And yet 
[ believe, if you had been by, I would as ſoon have 
let him a'had a hundred of my teeth. Adſheart! if 
he ſhould come juſtnow, when I'm angry, I'd tell him 
Mum. Lg 
292 ä SCENE 


„% % — P 1 


The Orp BACHELOR. 39 


8. C E N E. VIII. 
[To them) BELMOUR, SHARPER, 


BELL. Hou'rt a lucky rogue; there's your bene- 
1 factor, you ought to return him thanks 
now you have receiv'd the favour. 
- SHARP, Sir Joſeph your note was accepted, 
and the money paid at fight: I'm come to return my 
thanks | 

Sir Jo. They won't be accepted fo readily as the 
bill, Sir. | | 

BELL. I doubt the knight repents, Tom—he looks - 
like the knight of the ſorrowful face. 
| SHARP. This is a double generoſity Do me a kind- 
neſs and refuſe my thanks— But I hope you are not 
offended that I offer'd em. | 

Sir Jo. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, 
may be I am both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be 
offended without any offence to you, Sir. | 

SHARP. Hey day! Captain, what's the matter? 
You can tell, | 

Bruey. Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain—Sir Joſeph 
has found out your trick, and does not care to be put 
upon; I man of honour, | 

ABR rick, ae | | | 

Sir Jo. trick, Sir, and won't be put u Sir 
being Can honour, Sir, and ſo, Is 188 / 

SHARP, Harkee, Sir Joſeph, a word with ye in 
conſideration of ſome favours lately received; I would 
not have you draw yourſelf into a premunire, by truſt- 


ing to that ſign of a man there I hat pop-gun charged 


* 


with wind. 


Sir Jo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtify 
yourſelf—— PIl give him the lye if you'll ſtand to it. 

SHARP. Muy then Pl be beforehand with you, 
take that—Oate. [Cuffs him. 
Sir Jo. Captain will you ſee this? Won't you pink 
. | 5 
Brurr. Huſht, 'ris not ſo convenient now ſhall 
find a time, * LY | 
| | f Snare, 


$ 
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SHARP, What do you mutter about a time, raſ- 
cal—You were the incendiary There's to put you 
in mind of your time——A memorandum. [ Kicks bim. 

Burr. Oh this is your time, Sir, you had beſt 
make uſe on't. | g | | 

SHaRy. I Gad and fo I will: There's again for 
you, : 8 


cls him. 
BLurr. You are obliging, Sir, but this is too pub- 
lic a place to thank you in; but in your ear, you are 
to be ſeen again. h 
Snarky. Ay thou inimitable coward, and to be felt 
as for example. | [Kicks him. 
BELL. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, tis ſcan- 
dalous to kick this puppy unleſs a man were cold, and 
had no other way to get himſelf a heat. N 


S S E N E IK. 
Sir JOSEPH, BLUFFE. 
Brurr. ERV well very fine But 'tis no 
matter s not this fine Sir Joſeph ? 
Sir Jo. Indi 


rent, agad in my opinion very indif- 
ſerent—I'd rather go plain all my life than wear ſuch 


finery. 
rr. eath and hell to be affronted thus ! III 
die before I'll ſuffer it. ' | Draws. 


Sir Jo. O Lord, his anger was not raiſed before— 
nay, dear captain don't be in a paſſion now he's gone 
Put up, put up dear Back, 'tis your Sir Joſeph begs, 
come let me kiſs thee ; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 

BLuyF. By heav'n tis not to be put up. 

Sir Jo. at Bully ? | 

1 3 its ack | ˖ 

ir Jo. No agad no more tis, for that's up al- 
. frond I mean. | Wo 

BLurr. Well, . at your entreaty ut 

were not you my friend, abus'd, and cufft, and kickt? 
A [ Putting up his ſword. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no matter, tis paſt, 
BLUFF. By the immortal thunder of great guns, 


tis falſe—he ſucks not vital air who dares affirm it to 
this face. " [Looks Big. 
Sir Jo, 


« a 
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Sir Jo. To that face I grant you, Captain No, no, 
I grant you—-Not to that face, by the Lord * 
If you had put on your fighting face before, you had 
done his buſineſs—he durſt as foon have kiſt you, as 
kick'd you to your face But a man can no more 
help what's done behind his back, than what's ſaid— 
Come, we'll think no more of what's paſt. 

BLurr. Pl call a council of war within to confider 
of my revenge to come. 


8e NI X. 


HEARTWELL, SILVIA. SILVIA's Apartment, 


8 0 N 68 


As Amoret and Thyrſis lay 

Melting the hours in gentle play; 

Joining faces, mingling kiſſes, 

And exchanging harmleſs bliſſes: 

He wage cry'd, with eager haſtey | 
O let me feed as well as taſte, | 
I die, if Pm not wholly bleſt. 


After the Song, a Dante of Anticks, 


® 
$iLv. INDEEb it is very fine I could look upon 
I 'em all day. | 
HEART. Well, has this prevail'd for me, and will f 
you look upon me? | 
S1Lv. If you could {ing and dance fo, I ſhould love. 
to look upon you too. 1 
HART. Why twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave 
muſic to the voice, and life to their meaſure Lock 
yu here, Silvia, ¶ pulling out a purſe and chinking it 
ere are ſongs and dances, poetry and mufic——hark ! 
how ſweetly one guinea rhymes to afiother—and how 
they dance to the muſic of their own chink. This 
buys all the Yother—and this thou ſhalt have; this, 
and all that J am worth for the purchaſe of thy love 
Sor; is it mine then, ha? 8 ſyren—Oons, * 
0 


. 
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do I look on her! Yet I muſt—Speak, dear angel, 


devil, faint, witch; do not rack me with ſuſpence. 


Stv. Nay, don't ſtare at me ſo—You make me 


bluſh—T cannot look. 


HEART. Oh manhood, where art thou! What am 


I come to? a woman's toy; at theſe years! death, a 


bearded baby for a girl to dandle. O dotage, dotage ! 


-that ever that noble paſſion, luſt, ſhould ebb to this 


degree——No reflux of vigorous blood: but milky 
love ſupplies the empty channels, and prompts me to 
the ſoftneſs of a child—a meer infant, and would ſuck, 
Can you love me, Silvia? ſpeak. | 

S1Lv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and in- 
deed I'm afraid to believe you yet. N 
HART. Death, how her innocence torments and 
pleaſes me! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love; 
and men are generally maſters in it : but Pm ſo newly 
entered, you cannot diſtruſt me of any ſkill in the 
treacherous myſtery Now by my ſoul I cannot lye, 
though it were to GH a friend or gain a miſtreſs. 

SILv. Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 

HEART. No, no, dear ignorance, thou beauteous 
changeling——] tell thee I do love thee, and tell it 


for a truth, a naked truth, which Pm aſhamed to diſ— 


cover. 
Stv. But love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that 


will ſmooth frowns, and make calm an angry face; 
will ſoften a rugged temper, and make ill humoured 


people good: you look ready to fright one, and talk 


as if your paſſion were not love, but anger. | 
HEART. *Tis both; for I am angry with myſelf 

when I am 1 with you——And a pox. upon me 

for loving thee ſo well - yet I muſt on Tis a bearded 

arrow, and will more eafily be thruſt forward than 

drawn back} | | 

Sv. Indeed, if I were well affur'd you lov'd; but 


how can I be well affur'd ? 
HEART. Take the ſymptoms—and aſk all the ty- 


rants of thy ſex, if their fools are not known by this 


party-colour'd livery —I am melancholic, when thou 
art abſent; look like an aſs, when thou art preſent ; 


' wake for thee, when I ſhould fleep ; and even dream 


of thee, when I am awake ; figh much, drink little, 
cat-leſs, court ſolitude, am grown very entertaining 
| my 3 to 
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to myſelf, and = I am informed) very troubleſome 
to every body elſe. If this be not love,. it 18 mad-, 
neſs, and then it is pardonable—Nay, yet a more cer- 
tain ſign than all this, I give thee my money. 5 
Stv. Ay, but that is no ſign; for they ſay, gen- 
tlemen will give money to any naughty woman to 
come to bed to them O Gemini! I hope you don't 
mean ſo————for I won't be a whore. | 

HEART. The more is the pity. Aſide. 

vILV. Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould 
not come to bed to me—you have ſuch a beard, and 
would ſo prickle one. But do you intend to marry 
me ? 

HEART. That a fool ſhould aſk ſuch a malicious 
queſtion ! Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I know 
where I am—However, find J am pretty ture of her 
conſent, if I am pũt to it, [Aſide.] arry you? 
no, no, I'Il love you. | 2118 

StLv. Nay, but if. you love me, you muſt marry 
me ; what, Bet I know my father lov'd my mother, 
and was married to her? 

HEART. Ay, ay, in old days people married 
where they lov'd ; but that faſhion is chang'd, child. 

SILV. No tell me that, I know it is not chang'd 
by myſelf ; for I love you, and would marry you. 

HEART. I'll have my beard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt 
thee, and we'll go to bed 

SiLv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a fool neither but I 
can keep myfelf honeſt—Here, I won't keep any 
_ that's yours, I hate you now, | throws the purſe, 
and I'll never fee you again, cauſe you'd have me be 
naught, [ Going. 

EART. Damn her, let her go, and a good rid- 
dance Vet ſo much tenderneſs and beauty and 
honeſty together is a jewel— Stay Silvia—But then to 
marry Why, every man plays the fool once in 
his life : but to marry is playing the fool all one's life 
long. EC 

ILVv. What did you call me for? 

HEART. I'll give thee all I have: and thou ſhalt 
live with me in every thing ſo like my wife, the world 
ſhall believe it: nay, thou ſhalt think fo thyſelf—— 
Only let me not think ſo. | 
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SLV. No, I'll die before Pll be your whore—as 
well as 1 love you. 

HEART. [ A/ide.] A woman, and ignorant, may be 
honeſt, when *tis out of obſtinacy and contradiction 
But s death, it is but a may be, and upon ſcurvy terms 
Well, farewell then——if I can get out of fight 
I may get the better of myſelf. 

Sry. Well ood b' ye. 2 and weeps. 

HEART. Ha! Nay, come, we'll kiſs at parting. 
[ Kiſſes ber.] By heav'n her kiſs is ſweeter than liberty. 
— I vin marry thee There, thou haſt don't 
All my reſolves melted in that kiſs one more. 

SILV. But when? 

HearT. I'm impatient till it be done; I will not 
give myſelf liberty to think, left I ſhould cool—I will 
about a licence ftraight—an the evening expect me.-— 
One kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 

SILV. Ha, ha, ha, an old fox trap 


. 


[To ber.] Lucy. 
Bun me! you frighted me, I thought he had 


been come again, and had heard me, 
Lucy. Lord, Madam, I met your lover in as 
much haſte as if he had been going for a midwife. 
SiLv. He's going for a parſon, girl, the forerunner 
of a midwife, ſome nine months hence. Well, 1 
find diſlembling to our ſex 1s as natural as ſwimming to 
a negro; we may depend upon our {kill to ſave us at 
a plunge, tho? till then we never make the experi- 
ment But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? 
* Lvcy. As you would wiſh Since there is no 
reclaiming Vainlove, I have found out a pique ſhe 
has taken at him; and have fram'd a letter that 
makes her ſue for reconciliation firſt. I know that 
will do—Walk in, and Pl! ſhew it you, Come, Ma- 
dam, you're like to have a happy time on't, both 
your love and anger fatisfied !—All that can charm 
our ſex conſpire to pleaſe you. 
That woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed night, 
Whom love and vengeance both, at once delight. 


End of the TIR D Acr. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I, 
SCENE, The Street. 


BELLMOUR in a fanatic Habit, SETTER, 


BELLMOUR. 


5 IS pretty near the hour. | Looking on bis watch. 
Well, and how Setter, hz, does my hypocriſy 
fit me, hz ? Does it fit eaſy on me? 
SET. O, moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 
BELL. I wonder why all our young fellows ſhould 
glory in an opinion of atheiſm, when they may be ſo 
much more conveniently lewd under the coverlet of 


religion. 


SETTER. S'bud, Sir, away quickly, there's Fondle- 
wife juſt turn'd the corner, and's coming this way. 
BELL. Gads fo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 


0 N 
FoxDLEWIFE, BARNABY. 


Foxp. I Say, I will tarry at home. 
Bar. But, Sir. 
Foxp. Good lack! I profeſs the ſpirit of contra- 
diction hath poſſeſt the lad—I ſay I will tarry at home 


—yarlet. 


BAR. I have done, Sir, then farewell five hundred 


und. 


Fox. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leave 


nw ſay you, with his wife? With Comfort her- 


Bax. I did; and Comfort will fond Tribulation 


hither as ſoon as ever he comes home could have 


brought 


* 
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brought young Mr. Prig to have kept my miſtreſs 


company 1n the mean time : but you ſa 
Foxp. How, how, ſay varlet! 1 ſay let him not 
come near my doors. ay, he is a wanton young 
Levite, and — = himſelf up with dainties, that 
he may look lovely in the eyes of women—-Sincerely 
I am afraid he hath already deſiled the tabernacle of 
our ſiſter Comfort, while her good huſband is deluded 
by his godly appearance! tay, that even luſt doth 
rkle in his eyes, and glow upon his cheeks, and 
at J would as ſoon truſt my wife with a lord's high- 
fed chaplarn, FRA 
BAR. Sir, the hour draws nigh—and nothing will 
be done there till you come. 


Foxp. And nothing can be done here till I 20—So 


that I' tarry, dye fee. 
BAR. And run the hazard to loſe your affair, Sir! 
Foxp. Good lack, good laek—l profeſs it is a very 


ſufficient vexation for a man to have a handſome wife. 


BAR. Never, Sir, but when the man is an inſuffi- 
cient huſband. Tis then, indeed, like the vanity of 
taking a fine houſe, and yet be forced to let lodgings, 
to help pay the rent. 

- Fonp. I profeſs, a very apt compariſon, varlet. 
Go and bid my Cocky come out to me; I will give 


her ſome inſtructions, I will reaſon with her before 1 


rr m. 


FoxpLEwir alone. 


ND in the mean time, I will reaſon with my- 

ſelf. Tell me, Haze, why art thee jea- 
tous : Why art thee diſtruſtful of the wife of thy bo- 
fom ?—Becauſe ſhe is young and vigorous, and I am 
old and unpotent——Then why didſt thee marry; 


Haac ?—Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and tempting, and 


becauſe I was obftinate and doating ; fo that my incli- 


nation was (and is ftill) greater than my power—And . 


will not that which tempted thee, alfo tempt others, 
who will tempt her, Iſaac? -I fear it mach—But does 
not thy wife love thee, nay doat upon thee Ves 
Why then !—Ay, but to fay truth, ſhe's ſonder of me 
than ſhe has reaſon to be; and CA 


—— 


G. WAP Hue 4n =» 


my may 


_—- ' _.- 


| 


what it is to cuckold your hu 


Yes, it will break to oblige you. 
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Aill ſuſpe& the ſmootheſt dealers of the deepeſt de- 
figns—And that ſhe has ſome deſigns deeper than thou 


canſt reach, th'haſt experimented, Iſaac—But mum, 


STS CEMW-R. IV; 


| © FoxpLEwire, LATITIA. 
Lr. y Hope my deareſt jewel is not going to leave 
1 me—are you, Nykin? -f 
Foxp. Wife——Have you thoroughly confider'd 


how deteſtable, how heinous, and how crying a 
the fin of adultery is? Have you weigh'd it, I ſay? 


For it is a very weighty fin; and although it may lie 
heavy upon thee, yet thy huſband muſt alſo bear his 
part: for thy iniquity will fall upon his head. 

Lr. Bleſs me, _ w — —— 1 
Fo wp. [ A/ide. efs ſhe has an alluri e; 
am FRI kobe? T ſhall truſt her even with Tri- 
bulation himſelf —Speak, I we have you conſidered 

and? | 
Lear. { Ajide.] I'm amaz' d: ſure he has difcover'd 


nothing— Who has wrong'd me to my deareſt? I hope 
my jewel does not think that ever I had any ſuch thing 


in my head, or ever will have. | | 

FoxD. No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my 
head - THe > EY 

Lr. [ Afde.] I know not what to think. But I'm 
reſolv'd. to find the meaning of it——Unkind dear ! 
Was it for this you (ent to call me? is it not affliction 
enough that you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy 
to increaſe it by unjuſt ſuſpicions ? { Crying.] Well 
well—you know my fondneſs, and you love to tyran- 
nize— G0 on, cruel man, do, triumph over my poor 
heart, while it holds; which cannot be long, with this 
uſage of yours——But that's what you want—Well— 
7 will have your ends ſoon—you will—you will 

I ib. 
Fox. Verily I fear I have carried the jeſt ay = 
Nay, look you now, if ſhe does not weep—'tis the 
fondeſt fool—Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 
don't cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not, ifeck. 

LET. { A/ide.) Oh then all's ſafe. I was terribly 
frighted—— My affliftion'is always your jeſt, barba- 
rous man Oh that I ſhould love to this degree 4, ny 

2 ON D. 
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FonD. Nay, Cocky. 55 
LE&T. No, no, you are weary of me, that's all, 
a would get another wife—another fond fool, to 
reak her heart——Well, be as cruel as you can to 
me, I'll pray for you; and when I am dead with 
ief, may you have one that will love you as well as 
have done : I ſhall be contented to lie at peace in 
my cold grave —fince it will pleaſe you. [ Sighs. 

FonpD. Good lack, lack, ſhe would melt a 
heart of oak—1I profeſs I can hold no longer—Nay, 
dear Cocky—afeck you'll break my heart—ifeck you 
will—Sece you have made me weep—made poor Ny- 

kin weep—Nay, come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin—and I 

won't leave thee—Pl!l loſe all firſt, 

Lazar. 8 How! Heav'n forbid! that will be 
carrying the jeſt too far indeed. 

Fox D. Won't Top kiſs Nykin ? 

Lr. Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 

Fonp. Kiſs, kiſs, ifeck I do. 


Lr. No, you don't. [ She kiſſes him, 
FonpD. What, not love Cocky ! 
LzT. No—h. | [ $ighs. 


' Fonp. I profeſs, I do love thee better than five 
hundred pound—and ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for Pl leave 
it to ſtay with thee. 

LT. No, you ſhan't negle& your bufineſs for 
me—No indeed you fant Nykin——If you don't go, 
I'll think you been dealous of me ftill. 

Fonp. He, he, he, wilt thou — fool? Then I 
will go, I wort be dealous—Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, 
kiſs Nykin, ee, ee, ee——Here will be the man 
anon, to talk to Cocky, and teach her how a wife 
ought to behave herſelt. | 

Lr. 2 I hope to have one that will ſhew me 


how a huſband ought to behave himſelf——I ſhall be 
glad to learn to pleaſe my jewel. NA. 
FoxnD. That's my good dear Come kiſs Nykin 


once more, and then get you in—80— Get you in, 
get you in. By, by. | 


LET. = Nykin 
FonD. By Cocky. 
Lr. By Nykin. 


Foxp. By Cocky, by, by. 


- SCENE 
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SCENE ꝰ V. 


VAINLOVE, SHARPER. 


SHARP, OW! Araminita loſt ! | 
Vain. To confirm what I have-faid, 
read this [ Grves a letter. 
SHARP, Creads.] Hum, hum. — And what then ap- 


peared a fault, upon reflection, ſcems only an eſfect of a io 


powerful pa von. Pm afraid I give tos great a proof of my 
own at this tim. I am in diſorder for what I have written, 


But ſomething, I know not what, forced me. I only beg a 


favourable cenſure of this and your ARAMINTA. 


SHAary. Loft! pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy 
wits. Here, here, ſhe's thy own, man, fign'd and 
ſeal'd too —— To her, man a delicious melon, 
pure and conſenting ripe, and only waits thy cutting 
up She has been breeding love to thee all this 
while, and juſt now ſhe's delivered of it. 

Vain, Tis an untimely fruit, and ſhe has miſcar- 
ried of her love. 

SHARP, Never leave this dainn'd, ill-natured 
whimſey, Frank? Thou haſt a fickly peeviſh appe- 
tite ; only chew love and cannot digeſt it. 

Vain. Yes, when I feed myſelf But I hate to be 
cramm'd—By heav'n there's not a woman will give a 
man the pleaſure of a chace: my ſport is always 
baulk'd or cut ſnhort l ſtumble over the game I 
would purſue 'Tis dull and unnatural to have a 
hare run full in the hounds mouth; and would diſ- 
taſte the keeneſt hunter I would have overtaken, 
not have met the game. 

Syare. However, I hope you-don't mean to for- 
fake it; that will be but a kind of a mungril cur's 
trick, Well, are you for the Mall ? 

V ain, No, ſhe will be there this evering—-Y es, 
'T will go too—and ſhe fhall fee her error in | 

SHARP, In her choice, I gad—But thou canſt not 
be ſo great a brute as to 1light her. | | 

VAIxX. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not By 
her management I ſhould think ſhg expedts it. 

All naturally fly what does purſue : 
"Tis fit men ſhould be coy, when women wao. 

VorL. I. H SCENE 


S 


88 The Oi BAchz Loi 


CET EE NE . 
A Room in FONDLEWIFE's Houſe. 


A ſervant introducing BELLMOUR in a fanatic habit, | 
with a patch upon one eye, and a book in his hand, 


Sxnrv; ERE's a chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to re- 
poſe yourſelf, My miſtreſs is coming, 
Sir. 


BELL. Secure in my. diſguiſe, I have out - faced 
ſuſpicion, and even dar'd diſcovery This cloak 
my ſanctity, and truſty Scarron's novels my prayer- 
book——methinks I am the very picture of Montu- 
far in the Hypocrites—Oh ! ſhe comes. 


SCENE VII. 
| BeLLMOUR, LTITIA. 


'BELL. OO breaks Aurora through the veil of night, 
: = Thus fly the clouds, divided by her light, 
And ev'ry eye receives a new-born fight; 
. | [Throwing off his claak, patch, tc. 
Lr. Thus ſtrew'd with bluſhes like — Ah! 
heav'n defend me! Who's this? 
: [ Diſcovering him, farts. 
BEI. I. Your lover. | 
Lr. Vainlove's friend! I know his face, and he 
has betray'd me to him. | | [ Afedes 
BELL. You are ſurprized. Did you not expect a 
lover, madam? Thoſe eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt 
appearance, tho now they are o'ercaſt. 

Er. I may well be {urprized at your perſon and 
impudence ; they are both new to me—— You are not 
what your firſt appearance promiſed : the piety of 
your habit was welcome, but not the hypocriſy. 

BELL. Rather the hypocriſy was welcome, but not 
the hypocrite. 

LT. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the 
kouſe, ſure. 


BELL, 


4 
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BELL. I have directions in my pocket, which agree 
with every thing but your unkindneſs. 

[ Pulls out thedletter. 

Lr. My letter! Baſe Vainlove ! Then 'tis too 
late to difſemble. | 4/ide.] *Tis plain then you have 
miſtaken the perſon. [ Going, 
BELL. If we part ſo Fm miſtaken—— Hold, hold, 
Madam—!I confeſs I have run into an error—I be 
_ pardon a thouſand times — What an eterna 

lockhead am 1! Can you forgive me the diſorder 
I have put you into—Bur it is a miſtake which an 
body might have made. 

LzT. What can this mean! *Tis impoſſible he 
ſhould be miſtaken aiter all this—A handſome fellow, 
if he had not ſurpriz'd me: methinks, now I look 
on him again, I would not have him miſtaken. | Aſide. 
We are all liable to miſtakes, Sir : if you own it to 
be ſo, there needs no farther apology. 

BELL. Nay, *faith, Madam, *tis a pleaſant one, 
and worth your hearing. Expecting a friend, laſt 
night, at his lodgings, till *twas late, my intimacy 

with him gave me the freedom of his bed : he not 

coming home all night, a letter was delivered to me 

, by a ſervant, in the morning. Upon the peruſal [ 
, found the contents ſo charming, that I could think 
of nothing all day, but putting them in praQice—till 


. Juſt now, * firſt time I ever looked upon the ſuper- 
[ ſcription) I am the moſt ſurprized in the world to 
find it directed to Mr. Vainlove. Gad, Madam, I 
p aſk you a million ef pardons, and will make you any 
| ſatisfaction. | E. 
6 LzT. I am diſcover d—And either Vainlove is not 
's guilty, or he has handſomely excus'd him, | Afide. 
4 BELL. You appear concern'd, Madam. | 
t Lr. I hope you are a gentleman ; and fince you 
are privy to a weak woman's failing, won't turn it to 
d the prejudice of her reputation. You look as if you 
t had more honour N | 
'S BELL. And more love; or my face is a falſe wit- 
neſs, and deſerves to be pilloried— No, by heav'n, 
t I fwear #i-4 | | 
LzT. Nay, don't ſwear, if you'd have me believe 
e you; but N | * 
BELT. Well, I promiſe — A promiſe is ſo cold 
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Give me leave to ſwear=by thoſe eyes, thoſe killing 


eyes; by thoſe healing lips. — Oh! preſs the ſoft 
4.2 cloſe to mine, —and ſeal 'em up for ever. 

L=T, Upon that condition. [Hz kiffes her. 

BELL. Eternity was in that moment—One more, 
upon any condition. | 

LzT. Nay now—l never ſaw any thing fo agree- 
ably impudent. {| Aſido.] Won't you cenſure me for 
this, now ?—burt ' tis to buy your ſilence | Ki/s.] Oh, 
but what am I doing! | | 
BTL. Doing! no tongue can expreſs it—not thy 
own; nor any thing, but thy lips. I am faint with 
the exceſs of A Oh, for love-ſake, lead me 
any whither, where J may lye down ;——quickly, for 
Im afraid 1 ſhall have a 4 : N 

LXxr. Bleſs me ! what fit? 

BELL. Oh, a convulftion—I feel the ſymptoms. 
Lr. Does it hold you long? I'm 21 to carry 
you into my chamber. | 
' BELL. Oh no: let me lie down upon the bed j— 
the fit will be ſoon over. | | 


8-CE NE VII. 
SCENE, St. James's Park. 


ARAMINTA and BELIN DA meeting. 


BELIx. Le ! my dear, I am glad I have met 


| you I have been at the Exchange 
fince, and am ſo tir d 
AraM. Why, what's the matter? 
BELin. Oh the moſt inhuman, barbarous hack- 


ney coach! Jam jolted to a jelly—am I not horridly 


touz'd ? Pulls out a pocket glaſs. 
+ ARAM, Your head's a little out of order. 

BELIx. A little! O frightful ! what a furious 
hyz I have! O moſt rueful f Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, 
hope no body will come this way, till I have pur 

myſelf a little in repair Ah! my dear—I have ſeen 
ſuch ynhewn creatures fince—Ha, ha, ha, I can't for 
my ſoul help thinking that I look juſt like one of 'em. 
Good dear, pin this, and PII tell you—Very well 
aps | | 3 * 
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So, thank you, my dear——— But as I was telling 
ou Pill, this is the untoward'ſt lock——So, as 
was telling you——— How d'ye like me now? Hi- 

deous, ha? frightful ſtill ? or how? 

ARAM. No, no; you're very well as can be. 

BELIx. And ſo—But where did I leave off, my 
dear? I] was telling you 

ARAM. You were about to tell me ſomething, 
child—but you left off before you began, 

BELIx. Oh, a moſt comical fight: a country 
ſquire, with the equipage of a wife and two daugh- 
ters, came to Mrs, Snipwell's ſhop while I was there 
—But, Oh Gad! two tuch unlick'd cubs ! 

ARAM, I warrant, plump, cherry-cheek'd country 

irls. 

a BELIN. Ay, O my conſcience, fat as barn- door 

fowl : but ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken 'em for 

Friezland hens, with their feathers growing the 

wrong way O ſuch outlandiſh creatures !. ſuch 

Tramontanæ, and foreigners to the faſhion, or any 

thing in practice! I = not patience to behold 

J undertook the modelling of one of their fronts, the 

more modern ftruture— 

ARAM, Bleſs me, Coufin ; why would you affront 

any body ſo? They might be gentlewomen of a very 

good family 

BELIx. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by 

their dreſs ——Affront ! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken ! 

The poor creature, I warrant, was as full of curtſies, 

as if 1 had been her godmother : the truth on't is, I 

did endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian—and 

ſhe was ſenſible of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave 

me two apples, pi ping hot, out of her gag mg 

Socket hs, ha, ha! And tother did ſo ſtare and 

— fancied her like the front of her father's hall; 
er eyes were the two jut- windows, and her mouth 

the great door, moſt hoſpitably kept open, for the en- 

tertainment of travelling flies. x 

AAM. So then, you have been diverted, What 

did they * ? Le. 

BELIx. Why, the father bought a powder-horn, 

and an almanack, and a comb-caſe; the mother, a 

great fruz-tour, and a fat amber necklace ; the daugh- 

ters only tore two pair of kid-leather gloves with try- 
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ing 'em on Oh Gad, here comes the fgol that din'd 
at my lady Freelove's t'other day. _— 


CE CENE IK 
T them] Sir JosEPH and BLUFF, 


Aran. AY be he may not know us again. 
BELIN, We'll put on our maſks to 
ſeeure his ignorance. [ They put on their maſks. 


Sir Jo. Nay, Gad, Þll pick up; I'm reſolv'd to 
make a night on*t—Pll go to alderman Fondlewife by 
and by, and get fifty pieces more from him. Adſlidi- 
Fins, Bully, we'll wallow in wine and women. Why, 
this ſame Madeira wine has made me as light as a 
graſhopper—Hiſt, hift, Bully, doſt thou fe thoſe 
tearers? [Sings] Look you what here is—-Look you 
what here 15—— Toll—loll—dera—toll—loll 
A Gad, tYother glaſs of Madeira, and I durft have 
attacked *em in my own proper perſon, without your 
help. 

LUFF, Come on then, Knight—But d'ye know 
what to ſay to em? 
Sir Jo. Say: Pooh, pox, I've enough to ſay—ne- 
ver fear it that is, if I can but think on't: truth is, 
J have but a treacherous memory. 

BELIx. O frightful! Coufin, what ſhall we do? 
Theſe things come toward us. + 

ARAM, No matter fee Vainlove coming this 
way—and, to confeſs my failing, I am willing to 
give him an opportunity of making his peace with me 
—and to rid me of theſe coxcombs, when I ſeem op- 
preſt with em, will be a fair one. 

BLvuyy. Ladies, by theſe hilts you ark well met. 

Ax Au. We are afraid not. 

BLurr. What ſays my pretty little knapſack car- 
rier? | [10 Belmda. 

BELIx. O monſtrous filthy fellow! Good ſlovenly 
Captain Huffe, Bluff, what is you hideous name ? be 
Pe: = ſtink of brandy and tobacco, moſt ſoldier- 

oh. | 


ike. | Spits. 
Sir Jo. Now am I flap-daſh down in the mouth, 
and have not one word to ſay f e 


ARAM. 


* 
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ARAM. I hope my fool has not confidence enough 
to be troubleſome. | Aſide. 
Sir Jo. Hem! pray, Madam, which way's the 
wind ? 
Aram. A pithy queſtion—have you ſent your wits 
for a venture, Sir, that you enquire ? 
Sir Jo, Nay, now I'm in—I can prattle like a mag- 


PYC. [ A/ides 


S CE NE © 


[To them] SHARPER and VAINLOYE at ſome , 
diſtance. ; 


BELIN. EAR Araminta, I am tir'd. 

ARAM, *Tis but pulling off our 
maſks, and obliging Vainlove to know us. I'll be 
rid of my fool by fair means ——Well, Sir Joſeph, you 
ſhall ſee my face—but, be gone immediately I ſee 
one that will be jealous, to find me in diſcourſe with 
you be diſcreet—no reply; but away. {[Unmaſes. 

Sir Jo. The great fortune, that dined at my Lad 
Freelove's ! Sir Joſeph, thou art a made man. Agad, 
I'm in love up to the ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and 


huſht. | [ Aſide. 
BLurr. Nay, by the world I'll ſee your face. if 
BELIN. You ſhall. [ Unmaſes. 


SHARP. Ladies, your humble ſervant=we were 
afraid you would have not given us leave to know you. 
ARAM. We thought to have been private—but we 
find fools have the Neko advantage over a face ina 


- maſk that a coward has, while the tword is in the ſcab- | 


bard—ſo were forced to draw in our own defence, 
BLurr. My blood riſes at that fellow: I can't ſtay 
where he is; and I muſt not draw in the park. 
i [To Sir Foſeph. 
Sir Jo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my 
lodging — 
| 


SCENE 
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SHARP. HERE is in true beauty, as in courage, 
T ſomewhat, which narrow ſouls cannot 

dare to admire—and fee, the owls are fled, as at the 
break of day: | 

BELIN. Very courtly—I believe Mr. Vainlove 
has not rub'd his eyes fince break of day neither, he 
looks as if he durſt not approach—nay, come, couſin 
be friends with him—-— I ſwear he looks ſo very 
fimply, ha, ha, ha——Well, a lover in the ſtate of 
ſeparation from his miſtreſs, is like a body without a 
foul. Mr. Vainlove, ſhall I be bound for your good 
behaviour for the future ? 
. Vain. Now muſt I pretend ignorance equal to 
hers, of what ſhe knows as well as I. [| 4fde | Men 
are apt to offend, tis true, where they find moſt 
goodneſs to forgive But, Madam, I hope I ſhall 
prove of a temper not to abuſe mercy, by committing 
new offences: 
ARAM. So cold! (Ade: 

BELIx. I have broke the ice for you, Mr. Vain- 
love, and fo I leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you 


and I will take a turn, and laugh at the vulgar—Both 


the great _ and the ſmall—Oh Gad! I have a 
great paſſion for Cowley—Don't you admire him ? 
SHARP. Oh, madam, he was our Engliſh Horace. 
+ Bezin, Ah, ſo fine! fo extremely fine! So every 
thing in the world that I like——Oh Lord, walk 
this way II ſee a couple, I'll give you their 


hiſtory. 
SCENE XII. 


ARAMINTA, VAINLOy E, 


Vain., I Find, Madam, the formality of the law 
muſt be obſerv'd, tho? the penalty of it 

be diſpens'd with ; and an offender muſt plead to his 
arraignment, tho he has his pardon in his pocket. 
2 ARAM. 
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An AM. I'm amaz'd! this infolence exceeds t'other; 
-—whoever has 1 = to this affurance—pre- 
ſuming upon the eaſineſs of my temper, has much de- 


ceiv'd you, and fo you ſhall find. 


Vain, Hey day! which way now? here's fine 
doubling. [ Ajide. 

ARAM, Baſe man! was it not enough to affront me 
with your ſaucy paſſion, ? 

Vain. You have given that paſſion a much kinder 
epithet than ſaucy, in another 45 | 

ARAM. Another place! ſome villainous defign to 
blaſt my honour - but tho? thou hadſt all the treachery 
and malice of thy ſex, thou canſt not lay a blemiſh on 
my fame——no, I have not err'd in one favourable 
thought of mankind —how time might have deceiv'd 
me in you, I know not; my opinion was but young, 
and your early baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a 
wrong belief —Unworthy, and ungrateful ! be gone, 
and never ſee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? or do I dream? ſhall I be- 
lieve my eyes, or ears? The viſion. is here ſtill, —— 
Your paſſion, Madam, will admit of no farther reaſon- 
wo—Bur here's a ſilent witneis of your acquaintance. 

| Takes out the letter and offers it: ſhe ſnatches it and 
N throw: it away 

ARAM. There's poiſon in every thing you touch 
Bliſters will follow . 
Vain. That tongue, which denies what the hands 
have done. 

Ax Ax. Still myſtically ſenſeleſs and impudent— 
I find I muſt leave the place. 
| Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone——She knows her 
name's to it, which ſhe will be unwilling to-expoſe to 
the cenſure of the firſt finder, 

ARAM. Woman's obftinacy made me blind, to 
what woman's curioſity now tempts me to ſee. 

[ Takes up the letter. 


8. CE M8: 


BERLIN DA, SHARPER, * 
BeLIx. N we have ſpared no body, I fwear. 
, Mr. Sharper, you're a pure man; where 
bon ah get this excellent talent of railing ? 
or. J. [ SHAR 


% 
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Srnary. Faith, Madam, the talent was born with 
me :—I confeſs, I have taken care to improve it, to 
qualify me for the ſociety of ladies. 


BELIx. Nay, ſure railing is the beſt qualification 
in a woman's man. | 


Fe 2 NT Iv. 


[To them.] FooTMAN. 


SHARP. HE ſecond beſt,.— indeed I think. 

: BELIN. How now, Pace? Where's - 
my couſin ? 

FoorT. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to 
know, if your ladyſhip would have the coach come 
again for you ? 

BELIN. O Lord, no, I'Il go along with her. Come, 
Mr. Sharper. | 


N. XV. 
SCENE, a Chamber in Fox pLEwIrE's Houſe. 


LxTITIA and BELLMOUR, his Cloak, Hat, &c, 
lying looſe about the Chamber. 


BELL. ERE's no body, nor no noiſe — twas no- 
1 ö thing but your fears. f 
LXr. I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my monſter's 
voice I ſwear, I was heartily frightened - Feel how 
my heart beats. 


BELL. Tis an alarm to love Come in again, and 
let us—— 


Fonp. without.] Cocky, Cocky, where are you 
Cocky ? I'm come home. 
. LaT. Ah! there he is. Make haſte, gather up 
your things. 
FoxD. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 
BELL. Pox choak him, would his horns were in 
his throat. My patch, my patch. 
Looking about, and gathering up his things. 
LzT. My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for 
your patch—Y ou s'an't tum in, Nykin—Run into my 
chamber, N uickly. You s'an't tum in. 
..Foxp. Nay, - wh B ifeck I'm in haſte. 
LT. Then Ill let you in. [ Opens the door. 
| SCENE 


* 
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SCENE IN 


LXTITIA, FoNDLEWIFE, Sir JosEPH. 


ISS, Dear—l met the mafter of the ſhip 
by the way—and I muſt have my papers 

of accounts out of your cabinet. 

LT. Oh, I'm undone ! [ Afide. 

Sir Jo. Pray, firſt let me have gol. good Alderman, 
for 'm in haſte. 

Fonp. A hundred has already been paid, by your 
Go. Fifty ! I have the ſum ready in gold, in my 
cloſet. | | 


FonD. 


S © %. I .E FI 


LEATITIA, Sir JOSEPH. 


GAD, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; 
Fil ſpeak to her—Pray, Madam, what 
news d'ye hear ? 
Lr. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. | 
Walks about in diſorder. 
Sir Jo. I wonder at that, Madam, for *tis moſt cu- 
rious fine weather. 
Lr. Methinks it has been very ill weather. 
Sir Jo, As you 7 6 Madam, *tis pretty bad wea- 
ther, and has been ſo a great while, ; 


Sir Jo. 


BE 
[To him.] FONDLEWIFE. 


ERE are fifty pieces in this purſe, Sir 
H Joſeph f you will tarry a moment, 
till I fete 1 


my papers, I'll wait upon you down ſtairs. 

Lr. Ruin'd, paſt redemption ! at ſhall I do— 
Ha! this fool may be of uſe. (Aſide.) [A. Fondlewife 
is going into the chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes 
him down, and cries out. | Stand off, rude ruffian. Help 
me, my Dear—Q'bleſs me! why will you leave me 
alone with ſuch a ſatyr. 


FoxD. 
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Foxp. Bleſs us! what's the matter? what's the 

matter? 
LET. Your back was no ſooner turn'd, but like a 

lion, he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have 
raviſhed a kiſs from me by main force. 
Sir Jo. O Lord! O terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your 
wife mad, alderman? 
LT. Oh! I'm fick with the fright ; won't you 
take him out of my hight ? | 

Fowp. Oh traitor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody - 
minded traitor ! | | 

Sir Jo, Hey-day ! Traitor yourſelf—By the Lord 
Harry, I was in moſt danger of being ravith'd, if you 
go to that. | 

Foxp. Oh, how the blaſphemous wretch ſwears ! 
Out of my houſe, thou ſon of the whore of Babylon; 
off-ſpring of Bell and the Dragon—Bleſs us! raviſh 
my wife! my Dinah! Oh Sechemite ! Be * I ſay, 
Sir Jo. Why, the Devil's in the people, I think. 


DNB MX. 


LXTITIA, FoNDLEWIFPE. 


Lr. H! won't you follow, and ſee him out of 
| doors, my dear? f 
Fox p. I'll ſhut this door, to ſecure him from com- 
ing back — Give me the key of your cabinet, Cocky— 
Raviſh my wife before my face! I warrant he's a pa- 
piſt in his heart, at leaſt, if not a Frenchman, 
Lr. What can I do now! (Aſide.) Oh! my 
dear, I have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to 
tell you, poor Mr. Spintext has a fad fit of the cholic, 
and is forced to lye down upon our bed - Vou'll diſturb 
him; I can tread ſoftlier | 
For, Alack poor Man—no, no—you don't know 
the 1 won't diſturb him; give me the key. 
ns „ Ling him the key, goes to the chamber door, and ſpeaks 
L=T. Tie no body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spin- 
text, lye ſtill on your ftomach ; lying on your fto« 
mach, will eafe you of the cholic. | 
Fon p. Ay, ay, lye ſtill, lye till; don't let me 


diſturb you. | 
ane ; SCENE 
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LATITIA, alone. 


LzT. QURE, when he does not ſee his face, he 

— won't diſcover him. Dear fortune, help 
me but this once, and I'll never run in thy debt again 
But this opportunity is che devil. 


$S CEN E XII. 


FonDLEWIFE returns with Papers. 


Foxp. OOD lack ! good lack -I profeſs, the 
poor man 1s in great torment, he lies as 
flat Dear, you ſhould heat a trencher, or a napkin— 
Where's Deborah ? Let her clap ſome warm thing to 
his ſtomach, or chafe it with a warm hand, rather than 
fail, What book's this ? | 
[ Sees the book that Bellmour forgot. 
LzT. Mr. Spintext's prayer-book, dear——Pray 
Heav'n it be a prayer-book. [ A/ide 
Fonp. Good man! I warrant he dropped it on 
purpoſe, that you might take it up, and read ſome of 
the pious ejaculations ¶ taking up the book O bleſs me! 
O monftrous ! A prayer-book ? Ay, this is the devil's 
Pater-nofter, old, let me ſee; The Innocent 
Adultry. 
LT. Misfortune ! now all's ruin'd again. | Afide 
BELL. (Peeping. ] Damn'd chance ! If I had gone a 
whoring with the Practice of Piety in my pocket, I 
had never been diſcover'd. | 
Fox p. Adultry, and innocent! O Lord! here's 
doarine ! Ay, here's diſcipline ! | | 
LzrT. Dear huſband, 'm amaz'd :—ſure it is 2 8 
good book, and only tends to the ſpeculation of ſin. 
FownD. Speculation! No, no; ſomething went 
farther than ſpeculation when I was not to be let in 
Where is this apochryphal elder? I'll ferret him. 
LzrT. Pm ſo diſtracted, I can't think of a lie. [ Ae. 


SCENE 
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ST ENT'E XX. 


LATITIA, and FonDLEwiFE hawling out 
„ BELLMKOUR. [ 


ME out here, thou Ananias incarnate 
N — Who, how now! Who have we here ? 

Lr. Ha! | - | Shrieks, as ſurprix d. 

Foxp. Oh, thou ſalacious woman! T7 then 
brutified ? Ay, I feel it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſ- 
ſom, I am ripe-horn-mad. But who in the devil's 
name are = ? Mercy on me for ſwearing. But— 

LT. Oh, goodneſs keep us! who's Fig! Who 
are you? What are you? 

BELL. Soh. CLAN 

Lr. In the name of the——O! good, my dear, 
don't come near it, I'm afraid 'tis the devil; indeed 
it has hoots, dear, ; 

FonD.. Indeed, and I have horns, dear. The de- 
vil, no, I am afraid, *tis the fleſh, thou harlot. Dear, 


FoxnD. 


with the-pox. Come, Syren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is 


this reverend, brawny paſtor ? | 

Lr. Indeed, and indeed, now, my dear Nykin, 
never ſaw this wicked man before. | 
FoxnD. Oh, it is a man then, it ſeems. 


L=T. Rather, ſure, it is a wolf in the cloathing 


of a ſheep. ; | 

Fond. Thou art a devil in his proper cloathing, 
woman's fleſh, What, you know nothing of him, 
but his fleece here !—You don't love mutton ?—you 
Magdalen unconverted. 

BELL. Well, now, I know my cue—that is, ver 
honourabiy to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe 
myſelf. | Aſide. 

Lxr. Why then, I wiſh I may never enter into 
the heav'n of your embraces again, my dear, if ever 
I ſaw his face before. 

FonD. O Lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration 
of your impudence. Look at him a little better; he 
is more modeſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. 
Come, were you two never face to face before? 
Speak. | 
BELL. Since all artifice is vain—and I think ny 
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ſelf obliged to ſpeak the truth in juſtice to your wife 
No. 

Foxp. Humph. 

LT. No, indeed, dear. f 

FowD. Nay, I find you are boch in a ſtory; that 
1 muſt confeſs. But, what——not to be cured of the 
cholic ? Don't you know your patient, Mrs. Quack ? 
Oh, lie upon your ſtomach ; lying upon your ſtomach 
will cure you of the cholic. Ah! anſwer me, Jeza- 
bel. 

Lær. Let the wicked man anſwer for himſelf ; does 
he think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; 
*tis enough, if I can clear my own innocence to my 
own dear. * 

BELL. By my troth, and fo 'tis I have been a 
little too backward, that's the truth on't. 

Fonp. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? 
and what are you? 

BELL. A whoremaſter. 

Fonp. Very conciſe. 

Lr. O beaſtly, impudent creature. | 

Foxp. Well, Sir, and what came you hither for? 

BELL. To lie with your wife. 

FoxD. Good again—A very civil perſon this, and 
I believe „ ah. 

Lr. Oh, inſupportable impudence ! 

Foxp. Well, Sir, —-—Pray be cover'd And 
you have—Heh ! You have finiſh'd the matter, heh ? 
and I am as I ſhould be, a fort of a civil perquiſite to 
a whoremaſter, call'd a cuckold, heh. Is it not ſo? 
Come, Pm inclining to believe every word you ſay. 

BELL. Why, faith I muſt confeſs, ſo I deſigned 
you——But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo 
ſoon, and hindered the making of your own fortune. 

Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter 
once, and go back of your word, you are not the 
perſon I took you for. Come, come, go on boldly 
hat, don't be aſham'd of your profeſſion—Confeſs, 
confeſs, I ſhall love thee the better for't——1 ſhall, 
ifeck, What, doſt think 1 don't know how to be- 
have myſelf in the employment of a cuckold, and 
have been three years apprentice to matrimony ? 
Come, come, plain-dealing is a jewel. 


o 
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BTL. Well, fince I fee thou art a g honeſt 


fellow, I'll confeſs the whole matter to thee. 
Fonp. Oh, I am a very honeſt fellow V ou 
never lay with an honeſter man's wife in your life. 
Lr. How my heart akes! All my comfort lies 
in his impudence, and heaven be prais'd, he has a con- 
kderable portion. | | Afrae. 
BELL. In ſhort, then, I was inform'd of the op- 
rtunity of your abſence, by my ſpy, (for faith, 
oneſt Iſaac, I have a long time deſigned thee this 
favour) I knew Spintext was to come by your direc- 
tion——PBut I laid a trap for him, and procured his 
habit ; in which I paſs'd upon your ſervants, and was 
conducted hither. I pretended a fit of the cholic, to 
excuſe uy lying down upon your bed; hoping that 
when ſhe heard of it, her good nature would bring 

her to adminiſter remedies for my di r. 

You know what might have follow'd.— But like an 

uncivil perſon, you knock'd at the door, before your 

_ was 3 L. ; 1 9 

onD. Ha! is is a al; I ma uſe 
whether I will believe it or = 7 | 
BELL. That you may, faith, and I hope you won't 
believe a word on't,—But I can't help telling the 
truth, for my life. 
Foxnp. How! would not you have me believe you, 
ſay you? 

BELL. No; for then you muſt of conſequence 
part with your wife, and there will be ſome hopes of 
—— her upon the public; then the encouragement 

of a ſeparate maintenance 
FonD. No, no; for that matter when ſhe 

od I part, ſhe'll carry her ſeparate maintenance about 
er. 

LzT. Ah, cruel dear, how can you be ſo barha- 

rous ? You'll break my heart, if you talk of parting, 


. [ Cries. 
Fox p. Ah, diſſembling vermin ! 


BILL. How canſt thou be ſo cruel, Iſaac * Thou 


haſt the heart of a mountain-tyger. By the faith of 
a ſincere finner, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, 
madam, fling your ſnowy arms about his ſtubborn 
neck; bathe his relentleſs face in your ſalt trickling 
tears. 
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[ She goes and 8 upon his nect, and kiſſes him. Bell- 
mour ties her hand behind Fondlewife's back. 

So, a few ſoft words, and a kiſs, and the good man 

melts, See how kind nature works and boils over in 


FF | 

Lr. Indeed, my dear, I was but juſt come down 
ſtairs, when you knock'd at the door; and the maid 

told me Mr. Spintext was ill of the cholic, n our 
bed. And won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykin ? In- 
deed, I'll die, if you don't. | ' 

Fonp. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my heart's 
ſo full —— 1 have been a tender huſband, a tender 
oke- fellow; you know I have But thou haſt been a 
aithleſs Dalilah, and the Philiftines—— Heh! Art 
thou not vile and unclean, Heh? Speak, ¶ L teping. 
Fon. Oh, that I could believe thee! © + 
Lr. Oh, my heart will break. [Serming ta faint. 
Fox. Heh, how! No, ſtay, Ray, I will believe 
thee, I will. Pray bend her forward, Sir. 

Lr. Oh! Oh! where is my dear ? rh ets 

Foxp. Here, here; I do believe thee I won't be- 
lieve my own eyes. f Ye, 4 
BELL. For my part, I am fo charm'd with the 
loye of your turtle to. you, that, I'll go and ſolicit ma- 
trimony with all my might and main. 

Fond. Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, 
tis well enough, No thanks to you, Sir, for her vir- 
tue, But, I'll how you the way out of my houſe, if 
yow pleaſe. Come, my dear. Nay, I will believe 
thee, I do; Ifeck.: E 

BELL, See the great bleſſing of an eaſy faith: opi- 


nion cannot err. 


Vo huſband, by his wife, can be decei vd; 
She ſtill is virthous, if ſhe's fo believ““ CT“CPl. 


F | : 1 E + 1 A4 
1 , ' , l ; 0 
a Nn 
- 4 9 ue 
Aa 5 . = : | 72 N 1 . 4 is. * Th g ; p 8 
e FE ee b nnn nr 
nd of the FouxTn' Acr. 
2 4 : K N x * x 
* . 55 9 ? ? N g * Y * 
9 As * * % * 
* 2 * 
_ 


Wet K | ACT 
* © I * , ; » 


600 The OI D BAchRTox. 


— 


Acr v. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Street. 


BELLMovux in Fanatic Habit, SETTER, HEART - 
WELL, Lucy. WI. 


BELLMOUR. 


ETTER ! Well encounter'd. | 
SET. Joy of your return, Sir. Have you made 
C gy voyage ? or have you brought your own lading 
ac | 
- BELL. No, I have brought nothing but ballaſt 
dack—made a delicious voyage, Setter; and might 
have rode at anchor in the port 'till this time, But 
the enemy ſurpriz d us. I would unrig. | 
- *SET- I attend you, Sir. | | | 
BELL. Ha! is not that Heartwell at Sylvia's door ? 
Be gone — Pl follow mo I would not be 
known. 'em, they ftand juſt in my way. 


n n. 


BELIMOUR, HEARTWELL, Lucy: 


Lucy. That may be, without trou- 


blin elf to go again for your brother's chaplain. 
Dore youſee that ſtalking form of godlineſs > 


HxAxr. I impatient till it be done. 


HEART. O ay; he's a fanatic. | 


'Lvcy. An executioner qualified to do your buſi- 


fineſs. He has been lawfully ordain'd. 
HeaxrT. Pl pay him wall, if you'll break the mat- 
ter to him. | | 
Luex. I warrant you—Doyou go and prepare your 
3 bride, 3 py l 
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SCENE III. 


BELLMOUR, Lucy. 


lucky rogue am I ! Oh, what ſport will 
be here, if I can perſuade this wench to ſecreſy, 
Lucey, Sir: Reverend Sir. 
BELL. Madam. { Diſcovers —_ 
Lvcy. Now, goodneſs have mercy upon me ! Mr, 
Bellmour ! is it you? | 
BELL. Even I. What doſt think? 
Loc. Think! That I ſhou'd not believe my eyes, 
and that you are not what you ſeem to be. | 
BELL. True. But to convince thee who I am, 
thou know'ſt my old token. Kiſſes her, 
Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! I believe 
you are a pa on in good earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly, 
BELL. Well, your bufineſs with me, Lucy? 
Lucy. I had none, but through miſtake. | 
BELL, Which miftake you muſt go thorough with, 
Come, I know the intrigue between Heart- 
well and your miſtreſs ; and you-miſtook me for Tri- 
bulation Spintext, to marry 'em Ha? Are not 
matters in this poſture ? — Confeſs —Come, I'll be 
faithful ; I will, *ifaith, —What, diffide in me, Lucy? 
. Luey. Alas-a-day! You and Mr. Vainlove, be- 
tween you, have ruin'd my poor miſtreſs: you have 
made a gap in her reputation; and can you blame 


BELL. Hua: fits the wind there? What a 


* 


her if ſhe make it up with a huſband ? ; 


BELL, Well, is it as I ſay? | | 
Lvcy, Well, it is then: but you'll be ſecret ? 
BELL. Phuh, ſecret, ay :——and to be out of th 
debt, I'll truſt thee with another ſecret. Your miſtreſs 
muſt not marry Heartwell, Lucy. 5 

Lvey. How ! O Lordi - By | 
BELL. Nay, don't be in paſſion, Lucy:t—T'll pro- 
vide a fitter huſband for her. Come, here's earneſt 
of my good intentions for thee too; let this mollify. 
[ Gives her money.] Look you, Heartwell is my friend; 
and tho he be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the 
ſnare, and unwittingly marry a whore. 

2 K 2 
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Luc v. Whore! I'd have you to know my miſtreſs 
ſcorns— 

BELL. Nay, nay : look you, Lucy; there are 
whores of as good quality. But to the purpoſe, if you 
will give Br, 
carry on the miſtake of me: Ill marry em. Na 
don't pauſe 3—if you do Þ'1l ſpoil all. I have ſome pri- 
vate reaſons for what I do, which Þ'll tell you within. 
In the mean time, I promiſe—and rely upon me 
to help your miſtreſs to a huſband: nay, and thee. too, 
Lucy.——Here's my hand, I will, with a freſh aſ- 
ſurance. | cmd her more money. 

Lucey. Ah, the devil is not fo cunning, —— You 
know. my eaſy nature. Well, for once I'll venture to 
ſerve you; but if you do deceive me, the curſe of all 
kind, tender-hearted women light upon you, 


BELL. That's as much as to ſay, The pox take me. 


Well, lead on. 


VaixLOvE, SHARPER, and SETTER. 


SHARP. 'UST now, ſay you, gone in with Luey ? 
Y SET. I ſaw him, Sir, and ſtood” at the 

ner where 7 found me, and over-heard all they 
aid: Mr. Bellmour is o marry em. 

Snarky. Ha, ha; twill be a pleaſant cheat—PlI 
— 5 Heartwell when I ſee him. Prithee F rank, 

's teaze him; make him fret till he foam at che 
mouth, and dif; orge his matrimonial oath with in- 
tereſt— Come, thou'rt muſty— 

SET. [To Sharper.) Sir, a word with you. 

' \ | Whiſpers him. 

Warn. Sharpet ſwears ſhe has dauern the letter 
I'm fure he tells me truth; —but I am. not” ſire ſhe 
told him truth: yet ſhe was unaffectedly concern'd, 

te fays ;- and often bluſt'd with anger and ſurprize:— 

401 remember in the Park. he had reaſon, if 1 
wrong her—T begin to doubt. 

SHARP, 8 Aeon ſo! 


SETTER.” This afternoon, Sir, aver an hour be- 


tore wy er at the letter. 


eave to acquaint you wit it. Do you 


SHARP, 


* 


. 
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Sunk. In my conſcience, like enough. | 
'SBTTER, Ay, I know her, Sir; at leaſt, I'm ſure 
can fiſh it out of her: ſhe's the very fluice to her 

E45 ſecrets: Tis but ſetting her mill a going, and 


J can drain her of em all. 


SuARP. Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made 


out the fault: this letter, that ſo ſticks in thy maw, is 


ein only a trick of Sylvia in revenge, con- 
triv'd by ucy. , | | 

VAIxX. Ha! it has a colour But how do you know 
it, Sirrah? | 
SETTER. I do ſuſpe@ as much; — becauſe why, Slr, 
—S$he, was pumping me. about how your worſhip's 
affairs ſtood towards Madam Araminta; as, when you 
bad ſeen Her laſt? when you were to fee her next? 
and, where you were to be found at that time? and 
ſuch like. . ; 
Vain. And where did you tell her? 

SETTER. In the Piazza. | FM 

V ain. There I receiv'd the letter It muſt be 


o And why did you not find me out, to tell me 


this before, ſot? | 

SETTER, Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 
SHARP... You were well employed: —!I think there 

is no objection to the excuſe. AS 

| Vain. Pox o' my ſaucy credulityIf I have loſt 

her, I deſerve it, But if confeſſion and repentance be 

of force, I'll win her, or weary her into a forgiveneſs. 

. Snake. Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come 


SC E-NE hr 
SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER. 
SETTER, 3 AK of the devil Bee where he comes. 


| 2 SuARP. Hugging himſelf in his 
proſperous: miſchief No real fanatic can look better 


| Pleagd after a ſucceſsful ſermon of ſedition. 


BELL. Sharper !; fortify thy ſpleen : ſuch-a jeſt ! 
Speak when thou art dr | : ah | 
'- SH&RP, Now, were I ill-natur'd, would. I utterly 
diſappoint thy mirth : hear thee tell thy mighty Ks 
e R | v 


1% 
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with as much gravity as a biſhop hears venereal cavſcs 
in the Spiritual Court : not ſo much as wrinkle m 


face with one ſmile ; but let thee look ſimply, and 


laugh by thyſelf. 

BELL. P'ſhaw, no; I have a better opinion of thy 
wit—Gad, I defy thee, 
__ Snare, Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make 
the experiment, But honeſt Setter, here, over-heard 


you with Lucy, and has told me all. = 


BELL. Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me 
out of countenance, | But, to tell you ſomething you 
don't know I got an opportunity (after I had marry'd 
'em) of diſcovering the cheat to Sylvia. She took it 
at firſt, as another woman would like diſappoint- 
ment; but my promiſe to make her amends quickly 
with another ſband, ſomewhat pacify'd her. 

SHARP. But how the devil do you think to acquit 
+3508 of your promiſe ? Will you marry her your- 
ſelf | . 

BELL. I have no ſuch intentions at preſen. 
Prithee, wilt thou think a little for me ? I am ſure the 
ingenious Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. | | 

ETTER. O Lord, Sir! | 

BELL. I'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my 

habit, 


en YL 
SHARPER, SETTER, Sir JOSEPH, and BLUFFE. . 


SHARP- EY ! Sure, fortune has ſent this fool 
. hither on purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe ; 

ſeem not to obſerve 'em ; and, hark-ye— 1 
Burr. Fear him not—I am prepar'd for him now; 
and he ſhall find he might have ſaſer rouz'd a ſleeping 
non. . 5 

Sir Jo. Huſh, huſh ; don't you ſee him? 

BLuyy. Shew him to me. Where is he? 

Sir Jo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud don't jeſt, as I 
did a little while ago—Look yonder—A<-gad, if he 
ſhould hear the lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an aſs, 
and his primitive braying. Don't you remember the 


ſtory in Æſop's Fables, bully ? A-gad, _—_ are good | 
abies, let me tell 


morals to be pick d out of Æſop's 
you that; and Reynard the Fox too. 


BLUFF. 


2 us 


2 


rr 
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BLurF. Damn your morals. 

Sir Jo. Prithee, don't ſpeak ſo loud. ö 

BLürr. Damn your morals; 1 muſt revenge th'af- 
front done to my honour. [ In a low voice. 

Sir Jo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting 
—You may diſpoſe of your own fleſh as you think fit- 
ting, d'ye ſee ;—but by the Lord Harry, PI leave 


* 


. Stealing away upon has tip- toes. 
. Brurr. Prodigious ! Wha, will you forſake your 


friend in extremity ! You can't in honour refuſe to 
carry him a A. 
[ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him. 
Sir Jo. Prithee, what do you ſee in my face, that 
looks as if T would carry a challenge? Honour is your 
province, Captain; take it All the world know me 
to be a knight, and a man of worſhip. _ 
SETTER. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed. 
SHARP, Impoſſible! Araminta, take a liking to a 


foot! | [ Aloud. 
'SETTER. Her head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe 
can talk of nothing elſe. | | 


- SHARP. I know ſhe commended him all the white 
we were in the Park; but I thought it had been only 
to make Vainlove jealous, — „ 

Sir Jo. How's this! Good bully, hold your breath, 
and let's hearken. A-gad, this muſt be . 

SHARP, Death, it can't be.—An oaf, an ideot, a 
Wittal. | 

Sir Jo. Ay, now it's out; *tis I, my own individual 
perſon. 2 ; « 

SHARP. A wretch, that has flown for ſhelter to the 
loweſt ſhrub of mankind, and ſeeks protection from a 
Li wa ov wart 

Sir Jo. That's you, Bul ack. Ss"; | 

; | F Blue frowns upon Sir Joſeph, 
SHARP, She has given Vainlave her . promiſe, to 
' marry him before to-morrow morning. Has ſhe not? 
1 : [To Setter. 
 'SETTER., She has, Sir; —and 1 have it in charge 
to attend her all this evening, in order to conduct her 
to the place appointed. 1 

SAR. Well, gi. and inform your maſter; and 

do you preſs her to e all the haſte imaginable. 


SCENE 
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„SE FE N 1 
Serrx, Sir JosEyR, BLUPF Ee + - 


SETTER. N ERE I a rogue now, what a noble 
VV prize could alſpoſe of A goed 
pinnace, richly Mien and to launch forth under my 
auſpicious convoy. Twelve. thoufand pounds, and 
all her ri! ging; beſides what lies conceald , under 
1 ! all this committed to my care 
Avaunt temptation.— Setter, ſhew thyſelf a perſon of 
worth; be true to thy truſt, and be revuted honeſt, 
Reputed honeſt ! hum: is that all? Ay: for to be 
honeft is nothing; the reputation of it is all. Repy- 
ration ! what haye ſuch poor rogues as I to do with 
reputation? *tis above us; and for men of quality, 
they are above it ; ſo that reputation 18 Gen 6s foolilh 
a thing as honeſty. And for my part, if I meet Sir 
Joſeph with a purſe of gold in his hand, PIl diſpoſe of 
mine to the beſt advantage. e e 
Sir Jo. Heh), heb, heh : here 'tis for you, I' faith, 
Mr. Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your word. 
ee Yang > re 5 R. 
"SETTER. Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undone, 
undone ! I'm undone, my maſter's undone, my lady's 
undone, and all the buſineſs is undone, * 
Sir Jo. No, no, never fear, man, the lady's buſ.- 
neſs ſhall be done. What—Come; Mr: Setter, I have 
_ over-heard-all,- and to ſpeak, is but loſs of time; bir 
if there be occaſion, let theſe worthy gentlemen inter- 
cede for me. | [Gives him gold. 
SETTER, O Lord, Sir, what de mean? Cor- 
rupt rn have indeed very perſuading 
taces. . R 8 
Sir Jo. Tis too little, there's more, man. "There, 
N i 
. SETTER. Well, Sir Joſeph, you have ſuch a win- 
ding way with you— g e Ste 


ir Jo. And how, and how, good Setter, did the 


3 
- 


little xogue look, when the talk d of Sir Joſeph ! Did 


not her eyes twinkle, and her mouth water? Did not 

ſhe pull up her little bubbies? And—A-gad, Tm To 
-overzoy'd.—And ftroke down her belly? and then (op 
Ee de 
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wide to tie her garter, when ſhe was thinking of her 
love? heh, Setter! | | 

SETTER.. Oh, yes, Sir. 3 
Sir ſo. How now, Bully? what, melancholy, be- 
cauſe I'm in the lady's favour ?—No matter, I'll make 
your peace—1 know they were a little ſmart upon you 
— But 1 Warrant, Pu bring you into the lady's good 

aces. | | 
ws P'ſhaw, I have petitions to ſhow from 
other-gueſs toys than ſhe, Look here; theſe were 
{ent me this morning—there, read [hows x That 
—— that's a ſcrawl of quality. Here, here's from a 
counteſs too. Hum—Hto, hold—thar's from a knight's 
wife, ſhe ſent it me by her huſband But here, both 
theſe are from perſons of great ene: =: 

Sir Jo. They ate either from perſons of great qua- 
lity, or no quality at all, *tis ſuch a damn'd ugly 
hand. [While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter. 

SETTER. Captain, I would do any thing to ferve 
you; but this is fo difficult— _ ET 

BLurr. Not at all. Don't I know him? _ 

SETTER. You'll remember the conditions !— 

Burr. Il give't you under my hand In the mean 
time, here's earneſt. {Gives him money. ] Come knight, 
I'm capitulating with Mr. Setter for you. ED 

Sir Jo. Ah, honeft Setter ;—Sirrab, J 

any thing but a _nighr's lodging. 


*% & $10 
'Il give thee 


F 0 EL N E. VIII. 
Sus tugging in H AA TY EI | 
Sane. NY AY, prithee leave railing, and come 
along with me: may be ſhe mayn't be 
within. is but to yon'd corner-houfe. 
HEART. Whither ? whither? which corner-houſe? 


SHARP, Why there; the two white poſts, 
HEART. And who would * viſit there, ſay you? 


(O'ons, how; my heart akes,) 8 2 . 
Suakr. Pſhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inqui - 
fitve——Why, I'll tell you; 'tis a young creature 
that Vainlove debauch'd, add has forſaken. Did you 
never hear Bellmour chide him about Sylvja ? Pe 
Vor, J. L HEART, 
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... 


HEART. Death, and Hell, and Ne my 
wife! All. 
DHARP, we thou art as muſty as a new marr F 
man, that had found his wife knowing the firſt night 

HEART. Hell, and the devil! Does he know it ? 3 
But, hold—if he ſhould not, I were a fool to diſcover 
it—P'Il difſemble, and try him. Aſide. 1. Ha, ha, ha. 
Why, Tom, is that ſuch an occafion o N ? 
ls it ſuch an uncommon miſchief ? 


 ***Snare. No, faith; I believe not —Few women, 


but have their year of _ probation, before they are 
cloiſter'd in the narrow joys of wedlock. But, pri- 
thee come along with me, or Þ'll go ird h haye the lady 
70 myſelf. B'w'y George. [ Going. 
HEART. O torture! How he racks and tears me! 
—— Death ! ſhall I own-my ſhame, or wittingly let 


him go and whore my v wite 7 No, mes N 


—Oh, Shar 
SHARP. Hos, now ? Kt 7 
HEART. Oh, I am—marry!d. _ . 
SHARP. (Now hold ſpleen.) Mar a7 04! Ho fe 
HEART. Certainly, irrecoverabl . | 
Sn ARP. Heav'n forbid, man! How long? 
_ HearT. Oh, an age, an-age ! I have en mar- 


w4 theſe two Four ä 


SHARP. My old bachelor mand! That were a 
jeſt. Ha, ha, ha. 

HEART. "FF Tye mock me? Heark ye, if 
either you eſteem my friendſhip, or your own ſafety 
come not near that houſe—that corner-houſe— 
that hot brothel.” 85 no queſtions. 
 SSARP. Mad, by this light. - 

Thus grief tin Sele urs upon the heels of pleaſure : 
Marry'd i in haſte, we bun repent at . | 


— = 
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SHARPER, SETTER, 


SETTER. OME by Fxperiency find thoſe Words 
e e way repeat in n 

t leiſure marry ey repent in ha 85 
* 1 ſuppoſe 15 Maſter Heartwell. 
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Fuakr. Here again, my Mercury ! py 
 "'SgTTER, Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think 
my atchievements do deſerve the epithet—— Mercury 
was a pimp too, but, though I bluſh, to own it, at 
this time, [muſt confeſs f am ſomewhat falln from 
the dignity of my function, and do condeſcend to be 
ſrandalou y employ'd in the promoticn of vulgar ma- 
trimon y e 
SHARP, As how, dear dexterous pimp? | 
" SETTER. Why, to be brief, for I have weighty. 
affairs depending Our ſtratagem ſucceeded as you 
intended—Bluffe turns errant traitor ; bribes me, to 
make a private conyeyance of the lady to him, and 
put a ſham-ſettlement upon Sir Joſeph. __ | 
SHARPER, O rogue ! Well, but I hope—— | 
* SETTER. No, no ; never fear me, Sir—l privately 
inform'd the knight of the treachery : who has agreed, 
ſeemingly to be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo 
in reality, _ | | , 
SHARP. Where's the bride ? 1 
\ SETTER., Shifting cloaths for the purpoſe, at a 
friend's houſe of mine. Here's company coming; if 
you'll walk this way, Sir, I'll tell you. 


FTC EE Ini 


BeLLMOUR, BELINDA, ARAMINTA, and 
VAINLOVE. F 
5 \ y _ =” 
Vain MH, 'twas frenzy all: cannot you forgive 
|  it?—— Men in madneſs have a title to 
your pity. / CCC 
ARANM. Which they. forfeit, when they are 
reſtor'd to their ſenſes. | THEE 
Vatn. I am not pteſuming beyond a pardon, 
Akan; Vou who cou'd "reproach me with one 
counterfeit, how inſolent would a real pardon make 
you! But there's no need to forgive what is not worth 
wy ae , 
BeLin, O my conſcience; I cou d find in my heart 
to marry thee, purely to be rid of thee At leaſt thou 
art 16 troubleſome a lover, there's hopes thou'lt make 
a more than ordinary quiet huſband. Te Bellmour. 
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BEI x. Say you ſo ?—is that a maxim among you? 
BELIx. Ves: you fluttering men of the mode have 

made marriage a mere French diſh.” | 
BELL. I hope there's no French ſauce. | A/ide. 
BxLIIx. You are ſo curious in the preparation, that 
is, your courtſhip, one wou'd think you meant a noble 
entertainment——But when we come to feed, tis all 
froth, and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only re- 


mains, which have been I know not how many times 
warm' d for other company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold 
to the wife. r | Uſd, <8? fe 
| BELL. That were à miſerable wretch indeed, who- 
q could not afford one warm diſh for the wife of his bo- 


ſom—But you timoraus virgins form a dreadful chi- 


mera of a huſband, as of a creature contrary to that | 
ſoft, humble, pliant, eaſy thing, a lover; ſo gueſs a 10 


lagues in matrimony, in oppoſition to the pleaſures 
* Alas teen . is but as 
the muſick in the play -houſe, till the curtain's drawn: 
but that once up, then opens the ſcene of pleaſure. 
BELIN. Oh, foh—no: rather, courtſhip to mar- 


_ riage, as a very witty prologue to a very dull play, - 


SS >. S Ws 


b * 4 


— 


[Fo them] SAA E R. 


SHARP: IST,——Bellmour: If you'll bring the 
* 1 ladies, make haſte to Sylvia's lodgings; 
before Heartwell has-fretted himſelf out of breath. —- 
BTT. You have an opportunity now, Madam, to- 
revenge yourſelf upon Heartwell, for affronting your 


wo I. e Belinda. 
BERLIN. O the filthy rade beaſt} 22 5 1 KY: 
AAN. Tis a laſting quarrel: I think he has never 
been at our houſe ſince. NN $50. 
-BBLL, But give yourſelves the trouble to walk to- 
that corner-houſe, and P11 tell you by the way what 
may divert and ſurprize you. e EP EG Ee ; 
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s O E NE ] 
SCENE, SvLvia's Lodgings. 
HEARTWELL and Boy; 


Hzaxr. ONE forth, ſay you, with her wald l 1 
Boy. There was 'a, man too that 
fetch'd em out—Setter, I think they call'd him. 
HEART. So-h—That precious pimp too—damn'd, 
damn'd ftrum wow ? Cow'd ſhe not contain herſelf od 
her wedding-da not hold out till night! O curſed 
ſtate! How wide we * when appreh nſive of che 


load of life! 
2: I hope to find 
That help which nature meant in womzo-kind, 
To man that ſupplemental ſelf defign'd ; N 
But proves a burning cauſtick when ap 15 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more eaſe abide 
The bone when broken, than when made a bride. 


o 


* r 


7 him] BELMOoux, BELINDA, VAINLOY £9 


ARAMINT A. 
BELL. Now George, what rhyming! I. A ' 
a the chimes of verſe were paſt, when once 


the doleful marriage-knell was rung. 
HEART, Shame and confuſion. I am expoſed, 
[ Vainlove and Araminta alk apart 


. Joy, joy Mr. Bridegroum: give you 19y> 


HEART. Tis nol in in thy nature-to-give- me joy—A 
woman can as ſoon give immortality - 
BERLIN. Ha, bs, a, © Gad, wen grow fuch clowns- 
en they are marry'd. 
BELL. That may are fit for no company bur their 
* 
BELtN., Nor for 1 neither; * 4 little time 
76 ear at che month's end, you ſhall hardly find a 
2 marrz'd 
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marry'd man, that will do a civil thing to his wife; 
or 2 A civil ching to any body elſe. How he looks 
already. Ha, ha, ha. 
$i. Backs. ko. > = EY 
HEART. Death, am I made . laughing-ſtock ? 
For you, Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your waſp 
here, or the clown may grow boiſtrous, I have a fly-flap. 
- BELIN.. You have occaſion. for't, your wife has 
been blown upon. : * 
© BELL, That's home. 5 ü 
HEART. Not fiends or furies could have added to 
promo or any thing, but another woman 
ou've rack d my patience ; be gone, or by 
BELL. Hold, hold. What the devil, thou wilt 
not draw upon a woman ! 1 25 
Vain, What's the matter? 
An AM. Bleſs me ! what have you done to him ? 
'BELin. Only touch'd a gall'd beaſt till he winch'd. 
VaAIxX. Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too 
much? tis all ſerious to him. H 
'Bz8Lin, Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him myſelf. 
HEART. Damn your pity—But let me be calm a 
little—How have I deſerv'd this of you ? Any of ye? 
Sir, have I impair'd the honour of your houſe, pro- 
mis'd your ſiſter marriage, and whor'd her? Wherein 
have I injur'd you? Did I bring a phyfician to your 
father when he lay expiring, vac endeavour to pr ong 
his life, and you one- —_ Madam, have 
had an opportunity with you and baulk'd it? Did you 
ever offer me the Nen at I refus'd it > Or— 
' Bern. Oh foh! What does the filthy fellow mean? 
Lard, let me be gone. v1 : 


2 me, if I pity you; you are right 
1 This is a little ſcurrilous tho*, 138 
Alx. Nay, ?tis a ſore of your own ſcratching 
HEART, You are the principal cauſe of all my pre- 
ſent ils. If Sylvia had not been your miſtreſs, my 
wife might have been honeſt . 
Vain, And if Sylvia had not been your wife, my | 
- miſtreſs might have been juſt—There, we are even 


But have a good heart, T heard” of your "misfortune | 
A and come to your relief. N 
N 5 Han . 
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HEART. When execution's over, you offer à re- 
prieve. 4 ; | "Y Ak 
VAIN. What would you give? 


HEART. Oh! any ching, every thing, a leg or 


two, or an arm; nay, I would be divorced from my 
virility, to be divorced from my wife, 


Ser XIV. 


[To them] SHARPER». 


Vain, TNAITH, that's a ſure way - But here's one 
Fa can ſell you freedom better che. 
Snap. Vainlove, | have been a kind of a god- 
2 to you, vonder. I have promiſed and vow'd 
ome things in your name, which I think you are bound 
to perform. V N 
VAIN. No ſigning to a blank, friend, 2 
SHARP, No, [ll deal fairly with you—Tis a full 
and free diſcharge to Sir Joſeph Wittol, and Captain 
Bluffe ; for all injuries whatſoever, done unto you by 
them, until the preſent date hereoft—How ſay you? 
Vain. . | b 
SHARP. Then, let me beg theſe ladies to wear their 
maſks a moment. Come in gentlemen and ladies. 
HART. What the devil's all this to me? 
VAIN. Patience. | WANT +4 


WL * 


SCENE the bl. 


[Tothen] sir Josgrg, BLUEFE, SyLYIA, Luer, 


SETTER. 


Brprr. A LL injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper. 
i * * Sir Jo. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, 
dever. 


SHARP. "Tis done, theſe gentlemen are witneſſes 
- p X. 1 , 4 


to the general releaſe. 


Alx. Ay, ay, to this inſtant moment I have 
paſs d an act of oblivion. hy | 
BLUFF. 'Tis very generous, Sir, finge I needs muſt 


| n 


* * . F . - 
| . Sir Jo. 
| n 
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Sir Fo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, 
heb, heb. Tis I muſt own — Rog 
Brorr. That you are over- reach'd too, ha, 
Ka, ha, only a little art military uſed ———only un- 
dertfiined, or ſo, as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, 
my- wife's permiſſion. Oh, the devil, cheated at laft ! 
| | | [Lucy unmaſk, 
Sir Jo. Only a little art military trick, Captain, 
only countermin'd, or ſo—— Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe 
you know whom I have got—now, but all's forgiven. 
_ Vaan. I know whom you have not got; pray ladies 
convince. him. [Aram. and Belin. unmaſk. 
Sir Jo. Ah! O Lord, my heart 'akes——— Ah ! 
Setter, a rogue of all ſides. - OS 
_- SHARP. Sir Joſeph, you had better have pre-en- 
$58.6 this gentleman's pardon: for though Vainlove 
o genefous to forgive the loſs of his miſtreſs——T 
know not how Heartwell may take the loſs of his wife, 
” Hraxr, My wife! By this light *tis ſhe, the very 
cockatriee — On Sharper ! Let me embrace thee—— 
But art thou ſure ſhe is really marry'd to him? _ 
SETTER. Really and lawfully marry'd, I am wit- 
neſs. F F c 
"SHARP, Bellmour will unriddle to ou. 
| 2 [CHeartwell gees 10 Bellmour, 
Sir Jo. Pray, Madam, who are you ? for 1 find, 
you and I are like to be better acquainted, | 
SYLv. The worſt of me, is, that I am your wife— 
SHARP, Come, Sir Joſeph, your fortune is not ſo 
bad as you feat A fine lady, and a lady of very 
ge Pee OE 8 
Sir Jo; Thanks to my knighthood, ſhe's a lady 
Vain. —That deſerves a fool with a better title— 
W uſe her as my relation, or you ſhall hear on't. 
- 46h What, are you'a woman of quality too, 
SETTER. And my relation; pray let her be re- 
* Lucy, fare thee 


ſpected accordingly——Well, hone y, fart 
well—l think, Jour and I have been play-f&flows. off 
And on, any time this ſeven years. 
LUCY. ad your prating=Pm thinking what yo- 
cation I mall follow while my ſpouſe is planting lau- 
rels in the wars, 85 . 


Burr, 


"ye. Setter, did not you tell me ? 
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Brurr. No more wars, ſpouſe, no more wars 
While — laurels for my head abroad, I may find 
the. branches -_m at home. 
HEART. Bellmour, I approve thy mirth, and thank 
thee And I cannot in gratitude (for I fee which 


way thou art going) ſee thee fall ints the ſame ſnare, 


out of _— g — — ** = * 

BELT. I thank thee, G. „ fe dd inten- 
tion But there is a tale in — or I find 
I'm reſolute. | | 

HEART. Then good counſel will be thrown away 
upon you—For my part, I have once eſcap'd——And 
hed I wed again, may ſhe be——Ugly, as an old 
bawd. | 

VAIN. ——l[l|-natur'd, as an old maid— 

BELL. Wanton as a young widow—— 

SHARP, And jealous as a barren wife. 

HEART. Agreed. | 

BELL. Well; midſt of theſe dreadful denunciae 
tions, and notwithſtanding the warning and example 
before me, I commit myſelf to laſting durance. 

BELIN, Priſoner, make much of your fetters. 

Giving her hand, 

BELL. Frank, will you keep us in -countenance ? 

Vain. May I preſume to hope ſo great a blefling ? 

Aram. We had better, take the advantage of a 
little of pur friends experience firſt, | 

BELL. O my; conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for 
fear he ſhou'd. recant. Aae]! Well, we ſhall have 
your company to church in the morning——May be 
at may get you an appetite to ſee us fall to before 


SETTER, They're at the door ; I'll call em in. 
A DAN. E. 


BIC. Now fetwe forward 6n a journey for life 
Come take your fellow-travellers. Old rge, I'm 
ſorry to ſee thee Kill plod on alone. | 


Heart. With gaudy plumes and gingling bells 
| made proud, | * 

The Youthful beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 

Vor. I * M A mor» 


* 


* 82 The OLD BACHRTOR. 


A morning; ſun his tinſell'd harneſs gilds, 

* the firſt ſtage. a downhill green-ſward Tink. 
ut Oh a+ 24 | 

What rugged ways attend the noon of life ! y 

(Our Sun declines,) and with what anxious. rife, 

What pain we tug that galling load a wife. 

All courſers the farſt heat with Vigour run; 

Hut ' tis en and por BY race is Won. 


I eunt eme. 
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SPOKEN BY 
Mr 8. B A R R Y, 


\ S arafh girl, who will all hazards run, 
And be enjoy'd, tho? ſure to be undone 5 
n as her curioſity is over, | 
Would give the world the could her toy recover: 
So fares it with our poet; and I'm ſent 


To tell yon, he already does repent. | 

Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent, {\ 
Now the deed's done, the giddy thing has leifure 
To think o'th' ſting that's in the tail of pleaſure. 
Methinks I hear him in confideration ! IS 
What will the world fay ? Where's my reputation ? | 
Now that's at ſtake—No fool, *tis out o'faſhion. 

If loſs of that ſhould follow want of wit, 
How many undone men were in the pit ! 

Why that's ſome comfort to an author's fears, 

If he's an aſs, he Will be try'd by's peers. 

But hold—I am exceeding my commiffion 

My buſineſs here, was humbly to petition : 

But we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe occaſions, 

1 could not help one trial of your patience : 

For 'tis our way (you know) for fear o'th* wort, 
To be before-hand ftill, and ery fool firſt, 

How ſay you, Sparks? How do you ſtand affected? 
I ſwear, young Bays within, is ſo dejected, 


But then you cruel critics would ſo maul him! 
Yet, may be, you'll encourage a beginner ; 
But how. ?— Juſt as che devil does a finner. 
Women and wits are us'd e'en much at one, 


You gain your end, and damn'em when you've done. 


ENS 


VF 


Twouꝰ d grieve your hearts to ſee him; ſhall I call him? 
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To the Ricnr HowouRraBLBE 
CHARLES MONTAGUE, 


ONE. OF THE 


LORDS of the TREASURY. 


Heartily wiſh this play were as perfect as I intended 

I it, that it 8 be more worthy your acceptance; 

and that my dedication of it to you, might be more 

becomi at honour and eſteem which I, with every 

body, . b. is ſo fortunate as to know you, have for 

you. It had your countenance when yet unknown; 
and now it is made public, it wants your protection. 

I would not have any body imagine, that I think 
this play without its faults, for I am conſcious of ſe- 
Feral. I confeſs I oy (whatever vanity or am- 
bition oceaſioned that defi a) to have written a true 
and regular Comedy : — ound it an undertaking 
which put me in mind of ——Sudet multum, fruſtrague 
laboret auſus idem. And now to make amends for the 
yanity of ſuch a defign, I do confeſs both the attempt, 
and the imperfect performance. Yet I muſt take the 
boldneſs to ſay, I have not miſcarried in the whole; 
for the mechanical part of it is regular. That I may 
ſay with as little vanity, as a builder may ſay he has 
built a houſe according to the model laid down before 
him; or a gardener that he has ſet his flowers in a knot 
of ſuch or ſuch a figure. I deſigned the moral: firſt, 

-and to that moral' I invented the fable, and do not 
know that I have berrowed one hint of it any where. 
I made the plot as ſthong as I could, becauſe it was 
ſingle, and I made it\fingle, becauſe I would avoid - 
confuſion, and was reſolved to preſerve the three uni- 
ties of the drama. Sir, this diſcourſe is very imper- 
tinent to you, whoſe judgment much better can diſ- 
cern the faults, than i can excuſe them; and whoſe 
4 good 
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| 8 nature, like that of a lover, will find out thoſe 
- mdden beauties (if there are any ſuch) which it would 
be great immodeſty for me to diſcover. I think ! 
don't ſpeak improperly” when T call you a lover of 
poetry; for it is very well known ſhe has been a ver 
kind, miſtreſs te you ng bas not demed you the iſ 
favour ;*and- ſhe has beef fruitful to F6uin a mo 
beautiful iflue——If I break off abruptly here, I hope 
every body will underſtand that it is to avoid a com- 
mendation, which, as it is your due, would be moſt eaſy 
for me ta gay and tog tfoubleſome for you to receive. 
I have, fince the acting of this play, harkened after 
the objections which have been made to it; for I was 
conſcious where a true critic might have put me upon 
my defence. I was prepared for the attack; and at 
pretty confident I could have vindicated ſome part 
and excuſed others; and where there were any pla 
miſcarriages, I would moſt ingenuouſly have confeſſed 
them. But 1 have not heard any thing faid ſufficient 
to provoke an anſwer. That which looks Toft like 
an obje&ion, does not relate in particular to this play, 
but to all or moſt that ever have been written; and 
that is ſoliloquy. Therefore T will anfwer it, not 


only for my own fake, but to ſave others the trouble, 


to whom it may hereafter be objected. 

I grant, that for a man to talk to himſelf, appears 
abſurd aud unnatural; and indeed it is ſo in moſt 
caſes; but the circumſtances which may attend the 
occaſion, make great alteration. It oftentimes hap- 


ns to a man, to have defigns which require him to 


imſelf, and in their nature cannot admit of a confi- 
dent. Such, for certain, is all villany; and other 
leſs miſchievous intentions may be very improper to 
be communicated to a ſecond perſon. Tor ſuch a cafe 
therefore the audience muft obſerve, whether the per- 
fon upon the ſtage takes any notice of them"at all, or 
no. For if he Fappoles any one to be by, when he 
talks to himſelf, it is monſtrous and xidtculous'to the laſt 
degree, Nay, not only in this caſe, but in any part 
of a play, if there is expreſſed any Knowledge of an 
audience, it is inſufferable. But otherwiſe, when a 

man in ſohloquy reafons with himfelf, and pro's and 
con's, and weighs all his defigns : we ought not to 


imagine that this man either ta (s to us, ot to himſelf; 
; VT = SB. 43 3 \ : 4 "be : 


— 
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he is only thinking, and thinking ſuch matter as were 
inexcuſable folly in him to ſpeak. But becauſe we are 
concealed ſpectators of the plot in agitation, and the 
poet finds it neceſſary to let us know the whole myſ- 
tery of his contrivance, he is willing to inform us of 


this perſon's thoughts; and to that end is forced to make 


uſe of the expedient of ſpeech, ne other better way 
being yet invented for the communication of thought. 

Another very wrong ohjection has been made by 
ſome who have not taken leiſure to diſtinguiſh the 
characters. The hero of the play, as they are pleaſed 
to call him, (meaning Mellefont) is a gull, and made 


a fool, and cheated, Is every man a gull and a fool 
that is deceived ? At that rate I am afraid the two 
dlaſſes of men will be reduced to one, and the knaves 


themſelves be at a loſs to juſtify their title: but if an 
open-hearted honeſt man, who has an entire æonfidence 
in one whom he takes to be his friend, and whom he 
has obliged to be ſo ; and wha (to confirm him in his 
opinion) in all appearance, and upon ſeyeral trials has 
been ſo: if this man be deceived by the treachery 

the other; muſt he of neceſſity commence fool imme- 
diately, only becauſe the other has proved a villain ? 
Ay, but there was caution given to Mellefont in the 
firſt act by his friend Careleſs. Of what nature was 
that caution ? Only to give the audience ſqme light 
into the character of Maſkwell, before his appearance ; 
and not to convince Mellefont of his treachery; for 


that was more than Careleſs was then able to do: he 


never knew Maſkwell guilty of any villany ; he was 
only, a ſort of man which he did not like. As for his 
ſuſpecting his familiarity with my Lady Touchwood, 
let them examine the anſwer that Mcliefont makes 
him, and compare it with the conduct of Maſkwell's 
character through the play. 3 


would beg them again to look into the character of 
Maſkwell —.— „ accuſe Mellefont of weakneis 
for being deceived by him. For upon ſumming; up 
the enquiry into this objection, it may be found they 
have miſtaken cunning it one character, for folly in 
another, | | | ; 
But there is on 


. 


* 


e thing, at which I am Hives con- 


cerned than all the falſe criticiſms that are made upon 


me; and that is, ſome of the ladies are offended. 1 


20 am 
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um heartily ſorry for it, for I declare I would rather 
diſoblige all the critics in the world, than one of the 
fair ſex. They are concerned that I have repreſented 
ſome women vicious and affected: how can I help it? 
It is the buſineſs of a comic poet to paint the vices and 
follies of human-kind; and there are but two ſexes, 
male and female, men and women, which have a title 
to humanity : and if I leave one half of them out, the 
work will be imperfect. I ſhould be very glad of an 
opportunity to make my compliment to thoſe ladies 
x. Ones offended: but t * ho more expett it in 
a comedy, than to be tickled by a ſurgeon, when he 
as letting them blood. They who are virtuous or diſ- 
- erect; ſhould” not be offended, for ſuch characters as 
theſe diſtinguiſh them, and make their beauties more 
ſhining and obſerved: and they who are of the other 
kind, may nevertheleſs paſs for ſuch, by ſeeming not 
to be diſpleaſed, or touched with the ſatire of this co- 
medy. Thus have they alfo wrongfully accuſed me 
of doing them a prejudice, When I have in reality 
done them à ſervice, r e , e 
You will pardon me, Sir, for the freedom I take of 
making anfwers to other people, in an epiftle/which 
ought wholly to be facred to you: but fince J intend 
the play to be ſo too, I hope I may take the more 
liberty of juſtifying it, where it is in the right. 
I muſt now, Sir, declare to the world, how kind 
you have been to my endeavours ; for in regard of 
what was well meant, you have excuſed” what was ill 
performed. I beg you would continue the ſame me- 
thod in your acceptance of this dedication. I know 
no other 'way of making a return to that humanity 
u ſhewed, in protecting an infant, but by enrolling 
it in your ſervice, now that it is of age and come into 
the world. Therefore be pleaſed to accept of this as 
an acknowledgment of the favour you have ſhewn me, 


and an earneſt of the real ſervice and gratitude of, 


an; fo eb 
Your moſt obliged, 
ö - Humble ſervant, t. | 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. 


To 


ou 


ned ts Mn... nas and. ate. odd Aras et. am 65 
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To my Daa Fxixxd, 


On his O M E D Y, called | | 
The DOUBLE DEALER: 


'ELL then, the promis'd hour is come at laſt; 
y y The preſent age of wit obſcures the paſt: 
Strong were our fires, and as they fought they writ, 
Conqu' ring with force of arms, and dint of wit; 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood ; P 
And thus, when Charles return'd, our empire ſtood. - 
Like Janys he the ſtubborn ſoil manur d. 
ith rules of huſbandry the rankneſs curd: 
Tam'd us to manners, when the ſtage was rude; 
And boiſt' rous Engliſh wit, with art indu'd, ' 
Our age was cultivated thus at length e 
But what we gain'd in ſkill, we loft in ſtrength, 
Our builders were, with want of genius, curſt; 
The ſecond temple was not like the firſt: _ 
Till you, the beſt Vitruvius, come at length; 
Our beauties equal; but excell our ſtrength. ; 
Firm Doric pillars found your ſolid baſe: g 


- 


The fair Corinthian crowns the higher ſpace; : 
Thus all below is ftrength, and all above is grace. J 

In eaſy dialogue is Fletcher's praiſe 
He 'moy*d the mind, but had no power to raiſe. 
Great Johnſon did by ſtrength of judgment pleaſe; - 
Yet doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his caſe, © 
In diff”ring Latents both adorn'd their age; 
One for the ſtudy, tother for the Rage. 

But both to Congreve juſtiy ſhall ſubmit, 


One match d in judgment, both o'er-match'd in wit. | 
In him all derade of this age we ſee eee e ff 
Etherege his Fiche SoutRern's r Kt © 
The ſatire, wit, and firength of manly, Wicherly. 


All this in blooming youth you have atchiev'd ; 
Nor are your foil'd contemporaries griev'd ; 

So much the ſweetneſs of your manners move > 

We cannot envy you bebatiſe we mw; .* 
Fabius _ jo e when he ſaw 

A beardlet s contul made againſt the law, 


\ 
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And join his ſuffrage to the votes of Rome; 
hough he with Hannibal was overcome. 
$ £14 Romano Þow'd to —— fame; 
And Scholar to the youth he taught, became, 
Oh that your brows my laurel 0 ſuſtain'd, 
Well had I been depos'd if. you had reign'd ! 
The father had deſcended for the ſon; 
For ly you are lineal to the throne. . 
Thus when the ſtate one Edward did nn ps 
A greater Edward 1 in his room aroſe, F 
But now, not I, but poetry is curs 'd; 
For Tom che Second reigns like Tom the Firs. 
But let em Hot miſtake my patron” 8 Part; 
Nor al his Fowl te their own deſert 
Yer this I propheſy ; Thou ſhalt 2 ſeen, * 
dae en d. with ſome ſhort parentheſis between : 
| the throne of wit; and ſeated there, 
Ne mins (that's little) but hy, laurel wear. 
Thy firſt attempt an 5 i promiſe made ; 
That early pr omiſe this Bas more than paid. 
So bold, yet tt judiciouffy you dare, 
That your leaft praiſe, is to be regular. 
Time, place, and action, ma wk pains be wrou 
x genius muſt be born; — never can be S 
=” 1s your CIOs this your native ſtore; .. ; 


4 


— 


Heavw' n, of * ut once was prodigal before, . Pk 
To Shakeſpear gave as much; the cou'd not, give 
him mofe. 

Maintain your poſt: that's alt the fame Wade; fi 
For tis itnpoffible you ſhould proceed. 
Alreaity tat Word with Care and age; e aA 
And juft abandoning th' u ngrateful 1 ' 1 NE OR 
Unprofitably* Kept at heav'g's ce, 1 5 5 
I live a rent-charge on hit providence: ., - 
But you, whom ev'ty muſe and grace dor, Fete 
Whom 1 foreſee to better fo ne 
Bè kind to m ains and , defend, 
Againſt N your departed frign df” 
Let not th Tufulting foe my fame purſe: 2. 
But ſhade'tho[t Haufels which deſcend to y | FP 2 _ 
And take for ttTbute what theſe lines. mn 53 Laar 
Lou | merit Wore, > HOT cou'd. wy love do 3G 8 . 
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wal 24 Agions oben winoy 8) Pro: 


. 


Let us confider, had it been our fatez; _ © 


Were each to ſuffer for his mother's ſin: 


Whatever fate is for this play deſign'd, 


; * can befal him, is, to be divotc'd ; 


b K 6 L' 083 U B, 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 
| * is 
OORS have this way {as ſtory tells) to kn 
Whether their btats are truly got, or no; 
nto the ſea. the new- born babe 1s thrown, | 
chere, as inſtinct directs, to ſwim or drown. - - / 
1 barbarous de vice, to try if ſpouſe, 
as kept religiouſly her nuptial vowWs. 
Such are the trials, poets make of plays: 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant ſeas; 
does our anther, this his da commit, | 
To the tempeſtuous mercy of the pit, f 
To know if Jt be truly — of Wit. 
Critics avaunt ; for you are fiſh of prey; 
And feed, like ſharks, upon an infant play. 
Be ev'ry monſter of the E. 5 
Let's have a fair trial and a clear ſea. | 
Let Nature work, and do not damn too ſoon, } 


For life will ſtruggle long, c'er.1t ſink down 2 
And will at leaſt riſe thrice,” before it drown: 


"bus hardly to be prov'd legitimate! | * 
will not ſay, wed all in danger been, 


P ch' good man's arms the choppjag baſtard thtives, 
For he thinks all his own, that is his wives: 


The poet's ſure he fhall-ſome comfort find. 


For if his Maſe has play'd him falſe, the worſt 1 
ou Huſbands judge, if that be to be curs d. 


Vot. 1. N Dramatis 


I 


Dramatis Perſon, 


# „ 


M E N. 


Ma SKWELL, a within. mee 
friend to MELLEFONT, gallant 
t Lady Tovenwoop, and in 
love | CYNTHIA, 
Lord Tovenwoop, uncle to 
MEL Llrrewr, - ? Mr. — 
MELLEFONP, promiſed to, and in 
love with Cyxr NIA. L { Mr. Williams. 


Mr. Bettertogs — 


A 


CARELESS, his friend, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Lord FRO T RH, & ſolemn coxcomb, Mr. Bowman. 
Br18K, a pert coxcomb, Mr. Powell. 


| Sir PavL PLIANT, an uxorious, 


fooliſh old knight, brother to | | 
Lady Tovenwoop, and Rac p Dogger. 


to Cr. 


Lad Toueuwoop, in love Wh} Mrs." Barry, | 


ELLEFONT, 
CyNTHIA, daughter to Sir Paus 

by a former wife, promiſed 7 Mrs. Bracegirdles 
. poor, 5 

y ROTH, a great coquet pre- 9 - 

HT: to poetry, wit, and learn- Mrs. TOBTER 

ing, N 
Lady PLiant, inſolent to her ) 
huſband, and ek to any r- bun. "OY 


tender, 


chte, Boy, F, Pens and Attendants. | 


| 8 A Gallery i in che Lord Foveiwoos's 
j 44 wu, war: ens N N : 4 | 


4 6 2 


(I 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 


A Gallery in the Lord Touenwoop s Houſe, with 
Chambers der | | 


"HO 1 croſſing the ſtage, with his hat, 
gloyes, and ſword in his hands, as juſt riſen from, 
Aable; MELLEFONT following him. 


J 


” 4a 


MELUEFONT. 


E D, Ned, whither ſo. faſt ? What, -turn'd 
F lincher ! y Why, you wo' not leave uss 
CARE. Where are the women? I'm weary 

of guzzling, and begin to think them the r com- 

n. 

"Ms. Then thy reaſon. ſtaggers, and thov's rt al- 
woſt drunk. 

CARE. No. faith, but your fools grow 1 
if a man muſt endure the noiſe of words without ſenſe, 
I think the women have more muſical voices, N 5 
become nonſenſe better. 

Meu. Why, they are at che end of che gallery; 
retir'd to their tea, and ſcandal; according to their 
ancient cuſtom, after diriner.——But. I made a pre- 


tence to follow you, 8 I had ſomething to * 
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to you in private, and I am not like to have many 

„ this 88 3 
ARE.” And here's this coxcomb moſt critically 


come to interrupt you. 
» ©! X0,S 1. 
-* . 4 * A 


| [To them. | BRISE. 

BRISK. 88 where are you? What, 
D do-yau. give ground Mortgage for a 
bottle, ha? Careleſs, this is your trick; you're al- 

ways ſpoiling company by leaving it. | 
- CARE. And thou art always ſpoiling company by 
coming intoꝰt. | Nuh Hover on. 

Baisk. Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me. 
Spite, p_— = by the' gods ! and burning envy, 
—— Pl be jadg'd by Mellefont here, who gives and 
takes raillery _ you - 3 Pſhaw, — when 
J fay you ſpoil compan' eaving it, | mean you 
12 2 boly for the wn Mt to . at. I tink 
there I was with you, ha? Mellefont. | 
MEI. O' my word, Briſk, that was a home-thruſt, 
LA Tap filenc'd him. We 


Aisk. Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me periſh, if 


thou-art not the ſoul of converſation, the very eſſence 
of wit, and ſpirit of wine.—The deuce take me if 
there were three good things ſaid, or one underſtood, 
fince thy amputation from the body of our ſociety, — 
He, I think that's pretty and metaphorical enough ; 


FGad I could not have ſaid it out of thy company 


Careleſs, ha? 
- Carex. Hum, ay, what is't ? GEE 
BRIsK. O, Mon coeur !- What ist! Nay, gad I' 
puniſh you for want of apprehenſion : the duce take 
r . 
MT. No, no, hang him, he has no taſte.— 
But, dear Briſk, excuſe me, 1 have a little buſineſs. 
CARE. Prithee get thee gone; thou ſee'ſt we are 
ſerious. ' 1 -N ads 
ML. We'll come immediately, if you'll but go 
in, and keep up good humour and ſenſe in the com- 
pany :"'Prithee do, they*®ll fall aſleep elfe. 
”Barsx. Toad fo they will—Well, I will, I will, 
gad you ſhall command me from the — : 
£4 i adir. 


ern 


„ A +  _ het 


1 10 FP 


The DouBLEZ DEALER, 93 


Nadir. But the duce take me if I fay a good thing 
till you come. But prithee dear rogue, make haſte, 
prithee make haſte, I ſhall burſt elſe—— And yonder 
our uncle, my lord Touchwood, ſwears he'll difin- 
Ferit ou, and Sir Paul Pliant threatens to diſclaim 
you for a ſon-in-law, and my Lord Froth won't 
dance at your wedding to morrow; nor the duce take 
me, I won't write your epithalamjum—and ſee what a 
condition you're like to be — to. |; | 
Mz. Well, I'll ſpeak but three words, and follqw you, 
BRIsk. Erough, enough, Careleſs, bring your 
apprehenſion along with you. 


r 


 MEeLLEFONT, CARELESS. 


CARE, ERT coxcomb! 5 

+ ML. Faith tis a good natur'd- cox- 
comb, and has very entertaining follies—Y ou muſt 
be more humane to him; at this juncture, it will do 
me ſervice I'll tell you, I would have mirth con- 
tinued this day at any rate; tho' patience purchaſe 
folly, and attention be paid with noiſe: there are 
times when ſenſe may be unſeaſonable, as well as 
truth. Prithee do thou wear none to-day ; but allow 
Briſk to have wit, that thou may'ſt' ſeem a fool. 

CARE. Why, how now, why this extravagant pro- 
poſition ? 

' Mer. O, I would have no room for ſerious deſign ; 
tor I am jealous of a plot. I would have noiſe and 
impertinence keep my Lady Touchwood's head from 
working: for heli is not more buſy than her brain, 
nor contains more devils, than that imaginations, 

' Cart, I thought your fear of her had been over, 
ls not to-mortow appointed for 5 — marriage 
With Cynthia, and her or, Sir Paul Pliant, come 
to ſetrle the writings this day, on purpoſe ? 

Mer. True; but you ſhail judge whether I have 
not reaſon to be alarm'd. None befides you, and 
Maſkwell, are acquainted with the ſecret of my aunt 
Touchwood's violent paſſion for me. Since my firſt 
refuſal of her addreſſes, ſhe has endeavour'd to do me 
all ill offices with my uncle; yet has managed _ 
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Wich that ſübtilty, that do him they have borne the 
face of kiidneſs; while her malice, like a dark lan- 
thorn, only ſhone upon me, where it was directed. 
Still it gave me leſs perplexity to prevent the ſucceſs 
of ter diſpleaſure, than to avoid the importunities of 
Her love; and of two evils, I thought myſelf favour'd 
In her averſion: but whether urg'd by her deſpair, and 
the ſhort proipe@ of time ſhe faw, to accompliſh her 
deſigns; whether che hopes of revenge, or of her Jove, 
terminated in the view of this my. marriage with 
Cytthia, I know net; but this morning ſhe ſur- 
prized me in my bed... -- ana 

CARE. Was there ever ſuch a fury! *tis well Na- 
ture has not put it into her ſex's power to raviſh.—-— 
Well, bleſs us? proceed. What follow'd ? : 

MEL. What at firſt amaz'd me; for 1 look'd to 
bave ſeen her in all the tranſports of a-{lighted and 
revengeful woman: but when I expected thunder from 
her voice, and lightning in her eyes, I ſaw her 
melted” into tears, and huſh'd. into a figh. It was 
long before either of us ſpoke; paſſion had ty'd her 
tongue, and amazement mine. —In ſhort, the conſe- 
quence was thus, ſhe omitted nothing that the moſt 
violent love could urge, or tender words expreſs; 
which when ſhe ſaw had no effect, but ſtill I pleaded 
honour and nearneſs of blood to my uncle; chen 
came the ſtyrm I fear' d, at firſt: for ftarting from 
my bed- ſide like a fury, ſhe flew to my ſword, and 
with much ado I prevented her doing me or herſelf 2. 
miſchief. Having diſarmed her, in a guſt of paſſion 
the left me, and in a reſolution, confirmed by a thou- 
ſand curſes, not to cloſe her eyes till they had ſeen. 
my ruin. | * 

CARE. Exquiſite woman! But what the devil, 
does ſhe think thou haſt no more ſenſe, than to get 
an heir upon her body to difinherit thyſelf ? for as [ 
take it, this ſettlement upon you, is, with a pro- 
viſo, that your uncle have no childten. 

Mx. It is fo. Well, the ſervice you are to do 
me, will be a pleaſure to yourſelf; I muſt get you to 
engage my Lady Pliant all this evening, that my 
pious aunt may not work her to her intereſt. And 
if you chance to ſecure her to yourſelf, you may 
incline her to mine. She's handlome, and knows 
| | "It ; 
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it; is very filly, and thinks ſhe has ſenſe; and has an 
old fond huſband. | 


CARE. I confeſs a very fair foundation for a lover 
to build __ | 


MxL. For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will 
be ſufficiently taken up with admiring one another, 
and Briſk's gallantry, as they call it. I'll obſerve my 
uncle myſelf ; and Jack Mafſkwell has promiſed me 
to watch my aunt narrowly, and give me notice upon 
any ſufpicion. As for Sir Paul, my wiſe father-in 
taw-that is to be, my dear Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in 
his fatherly fondneſs, he would ſcarce make her a mo- 
wear ance , to have her happy hereafter, 


* Carf. So, you, have mann'd your works: but I 


wiſh you may not have the weakeſt guard, where the 
r 
Mt. Maſkwell, you mean; prithee why ſhould 
you ſuſpect him? | | 
CARE. Faith I cannot help it; you know I never 
Hk'd him; I am a little ſiperffitiond in phyfiognomy. 
Mer. He has obligations of gratitude, to bind 
him to me; his dependance upon my uncle is through 
my means. e e | 
Care. Upon your aunt, you mean. 
MET. My aunt! | | 
CaRE. l'm miſtaken if there be not a familia- 
rity between them, you do not ſuſpect, notwithſtand- 
ing her paſſion for you, 
Mi. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the world but his 
deſign to do me ſervice; and he endeavours to be well 
in her eſteem, that he may be able to effect it. 
CAxk. Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but, 
your aunt's-averſion, in her revenge, cannot be any 
way ſo effectually ſhown, as in bringing forth a child 
fo difinherit you. She is handſome and cunning, 
and naturally wanton, Maſkwell is fleſh and blood 
at beſt, and opportunities between them are frequent. 
His affection to you, you have confeſſed, is grounded 
upon his intereſt, that you hare tranſplanted ; and 
ſhould it take root in my lady, I don't ſee what you 
can expect from the fruit. 4 why 
Mer. I confeſs the (conſequence is viſible, were 
your ſuſpicions juſt.— But ſee, the company is broke 


up, let's meet em. | 
8 "4 SC ENE 


9 The Dov»rz DEATLE A. 


S EN E iV. 


| [To them] Lord Tovenwoop, Lord Fxotn, Sit 
1 PAUL PLIiANT, and BRI. | 


Ld, TovcH. UT upon't, ne ew Leave our 
0 father-in-law, oY me, to 1 
tain our ground againſt young people. 
MEL. I beg your Lordſhip's pardon—We were juſt 
returning. ; Ly 
Sir Pur. Were you, ſon? Gadſbud, much bet- 
ter as it is Good, ftrange! I ſwear I'm almoft 
tiply—T'other bottle would have been too powerful 
for me,—as ſure as can be it would, — We wanted 
your company, but Mr. Briſk—where is he? I ſwear 
and vow, he's a moſt facetious 8 the beſt 
company. — And, my Lord Froth, your Lordſhip is 
ſo. merry a man, he, he, he. 

. FroTy. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you 
mean? Merry! O barbarous ! I'd as lieve you call'd 
me fool. e 4 
Sir Pavt. Nay, I proteſt and vow now, *tis, true 
when Mr. Briſk jokes, your Lordſhip's laugh does i 
become you, he, he, he. | 

Ld. FroTH. Ridiculous ! Sir Paul, you're ſtrangely 
miſtaken, . I find Champaign is powerful, L affars 
you, Sir Paul, I laugh at no body's jeſt but my own; 
or a lady's ; I aſſure you, Sir Paul. IN 

Brisx, How ?. how, my Lord? What, affront 
my wit! Let me periſh, do I never ſay any thing 
worthy to be laugh'd at? 
-Ld. FzxoTa. O foy, don't miſapprehend me, I 
don't ſay ſo, for J often {mile at your conceptions. 
But there is nothing more unbecoming a man of qua- 
lity, than to laugh; tis ſuch à yulgar expreſſion o 


the paſſion ! every body can laugh; Then eſpecially | 


to laugh at the jeſt of an inferior perſon, or when 
any 5 elſe of the ſame quality does not laugh with 
one: ridiculous ! to be pleaſed with what pleaſes the 
troud ! Now. when I laugh, ] always laugh alone. 
BRISk. I ſuppoſe that's becauſe you laugh at your 
. 6wn jeſts, 'gad, ha, ha, ha: CEE wb. > os 
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Ld. FRxorTH. He, he, I fwear tho', your raillery 


provokes me to a ſmile. 


Baisk. Ay, my Lord, it's a ſign I hit you in the 
teeth, if you ſhow em. | 

Ld. FKorn. He, he, he, I ſwear that's ſo very 

tty, 1 can't forbear, | 

CARE. I find a quibble bears more ſway in your 
Lordſhip's face, than a jeſt. apa 

Ld. ToveH. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to 
the ladies, and drink a diſh of tea, to ſettle our heads. 

Sir PAUL, With all my heart. Mr. Briſk, you'll 
come to us, —or call me when you joke, Pll be ready 
to laugh incontinently. 180 ; 


Wn g K. MA v. 


 Metrteroxr, CAAREL E88, Lord FRO Tu, 


B RISE. 


MEL. T does your Lordſhip never ide comedios ? 
Ld, FxoTH. 'O yes, ſometimes —But 


I never laugz. 
Me. Not. | | ＋ Na 
Ld: FxoT h. Oh, no, Never laugh indeed, Sir. 
CARE. No! why what d' yr go there for? 1 
Ld, FxoTHi To diſtinguiſh myſelf from the com- 
monalty, and mortify the poets ; the fellows grow ſo 
conceited; when any of their fooliſh wit prevails upon 
the ſide- boxes. I fwear, —he, he, he, I have often 
conſtrained my-inclinations to laugh, —he, he, he, to 
avoid giving them encouragement. 04 An 
Mi. You are cruel to yourſelf, my Lord, as well 
as malicious to them. 7944 
Ld. FRoTR. I confeſs I did myſelf ſome violence 
at firſt, but no think I have conquer'd it. 
Br1sx. Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is ſome - 
thing very particular in the humour; tis true, it makes 
againſt wit, and I'm ſorry for ſome friends of mine that 
Write, but==Ppad,.I love to be malicious. Nay, duce 
take me there's wit in't too — And wit muſt be foil'd 
by way cut a diamond with a diamond; no other way, 
a 


LA. For. Oh, I thought you would not be long 
before you found out the wit. 29 F3Y 6.758405 p 
Vor. 1, O- | CARE. 
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Cart.” Wit! In what? Where the devil's the wit, 


in not laughing when a man has a mind to't. 

-Br1sx.' O Lord, why can't you find it out 
Why there tis, in the not laughing. Don't you ap- 
prehend me? - My Lord, Careleſs is a very honeſt fel- 
low, but harkee, —you underſtand me, ſomewhat hea- 
vy, a little ſhallow, or ſfo.——Why I'll tell you now, 
. ſuppoſe now you come up to me—Nay, prithee Care- 

leb be inſtructed. Suppoſe, as I was faying, you come 


up to me holding your fides, and laughing, as if you 


would—Well—1 look grave, and aſk the cauſe of this 
immoderate mirth.— Vou laugh on ftill, and are not 
ab to tell me——Still I look grave, not ſo much as 
ile. | 2 
CARE. Smile, no, what, the devil ſhould you ſmile 
at, when you ſuppoſe I can't tell you! 
Batlsk. Pſhaw, pſhaw, prithee don't interrupt me- 
But I tell you, you hall tell meat laſt——But it 
ſhall be a great while firſt. 
Can. Well, but prithee don't let it be a great 
while, becauſe I long to have it over. 
+ BrisK. Well thon, you tell me ſome good jeſt, or 
very witty thing, laughing all the while-as if you 
were ready to die — and 1 hear it, and look'thus,— 
Would not you be diſappointed? Le A 
CARE. No; for if it were a witty thing, I ſhould 
not expect you to underſtand it. 
Ed. ERH. O foy, Mr. Careleſs,. all the world 
allows Mr. Briſk to have wit: my wife ſays, he has a 
great deal. I hope you think her a judge. ö 
, Br1sx. Pooh, my Lord, his voice goes ſor nothin 
— can't tell how to make him apprebend;—Take it 
t'other way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty thing to you? 
- CARE. Then 1 ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 


MEL. Let him alone, Briſk, he is obſtinately bent 


not to be inſtructed 1 7999 
Br1sx. Pm ſorry for him, the duce take me. 

- » MEL: Shall we go to the ladies, my Lord? 
Ld. FxoTaH. With all my heart, methinks we are 

a ſolitude without m. 


* Mer. Or, what ſay you to another bottle of ms 

paigne? . | * + Ton] 
= Ld.' FxorRH. O, ſor the univerſe; not a drop more 
1 * you, Oh intemperate ! I have a fluſhing in 
244 i ; Fi. | 


my 


4 m4 14 


25 7 


The DoußBLE DEALER, 99 


my face already. | Takes out a pocket-glaſs, and looks in it. 
Brisx. Let me fee, let me ſee, my Lord, I broke 
my glaſs that was in the lid of my ſnuff- box. Hum! 
Duce take me, I have encourag'd a pimple here too. - 
| Pr: ales the glaſs and looks, 
Ld. FRoTH. Then you muſt mortify him with a 
patch ; my wife ſhall ſupply you. Come, gentlemen, 
allons, here is company coming. | 
| * 


8 C R M VE 
Lady Toucuwoop, and MASKWELL. 
L. Touch. | hear no more. Ware falſe and 


ungrateful ; come, I know you falſe, 


Mask. I have been frail, I, confeſs, Madam, for 
your Ladyſhip's ſervice. | | 

L. Tovcn. That I fhenld truſt a man, whom TI had 
known to betray his friend ! h | 


MAsk. What friend have betray'd? Or to whom ? 


L. Toucn. Your fond friend Mellefont, and to me; 

can you deny it ? | 
Ask. I do not. | 

L. Toven. Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who 
has been a father to you in your wants, and given you 
being? Have you not wrong'd him in the higheſt 
manner, in his bed ? Ar 

Mask. With your Ladyſhip's help, and for your 
ſervice, as I told you before. 1 can't deny that nei- 
ther. —Any thing more, Madam? | 
L. Tovcn. More! Audacious villain. | O, what's 
more, is moſt my ſhame—Haye you not difhonour'd 
mer. ©. 

Masx. No, that I deny ; for I never told in all my 
life: ſo that accuſation's anſwer'd; on to the next. 

L. Toucn, Death, do you dally with my paſhon ? 


Inſolent devil! But have a care——Provoke me not; 


for, by the eternal fire, you fhall not *ſcape my ven · 


geance.—Calm villain! How ynconcern'd he ſtands, 
confeſſing treachery and ingratitude ! Is there a vice 
more black ! O ] have excuſes, thouſands for my 
faults ; fire in my temper, paſſions in my ſoul, apt to 


ev'ry 1 opprefled at once with love, and; 


with 


eſpair, But a ſedate, a thinking villain, whoſe 
| O 2 black 


ö 
' 
| 
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dlack blood runs temperately bad, what excuſe can 


clear! 
Mask. Will you be in temper, Madam ? I would 
not talk to be heard. I have been [She waiks about 
diforde ds] a very great rogue for your ſake, and 
you reproach me with it; 1* am ready to be a rogue 
Nan, to do ya ſervice; and you are flinging conſcĩence 
and honour in my ſace, to rebate my inclinations. 
How am I to behave myſelf? You know I am your 
creature, my life and fortune in your power; to dif- 
oblige you, brings me certain ruin. Allow it, I would 
betray Noz I would not be a traitor to myſelf: I don't 
vx to honeſty, becauſe you know I am a raſcal; 
ut I would wee ince you, — the neceſſity of my 
being firm to you, 

25 Toven, Neceſſity, impudence ! Can no grati- 
tude incline you, no obligations touch you ? Have not 
my fortune, and my perſon, been ſubjeCted to your 

leaſure ? Were you not in the nature of a ſervant, and 
Lon not I in effect made you lord of all, of me, and 
of my Lord? Where is that humble love, the lan- 

uiſhing, that adoration which was once paid me, and 
everlaſtingly engaged? 

MAsk. 1 irt, rooted in my heart, whence nothing 
* remove em, yet you 

L. Tovcn. Yet, d yet? 

| Maxx. Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when 
I fay I baye had a generous, and a faithful paſſion, 
which you had never favour'd, but through revenge and 
policy. 

L. Tovcn, Ha! 

Mask. Look you, Madam, we are alone — Pray 
contain yourſelf, and hear me. You know yo lov'd 
your nephew, when 1 firſt figh'd for you; ickly 
found it; an argument chat Llov'd; far with that art 

you veil'd your paſſion, (was imperceptiblc to all but 
| 2 — eyes. This diſcovery made me bold; I con: 
teſs it; for by it, I thought you in my pow er. Your 
nephew s ſcorn of you, added to my hopes ; I watch'd 


the occafipn, and took you, juſt repulſed by him, 


2. — at once with love $a indignation ; your diſpo- 
fition,. my arguments, and happy . accom- 
lhe BY defign; I preſt t che  yickding minute, and 
Was 
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was bleſt. How 1 have lov'd you ſince words have 
not ſhown, then how ſhould words expreſs ? _ 

L. Touch. Well, mollifying devil !——And have 
I not met your love with forward fire? . 

Mask. Your zeal I grant was ardent, but miſ- 

lac'd ; there was revenge in view; that woman's idol 

defil'd the temple ot the god, and love was made 

a mock-worſhip.— A ſon and heir would have edg'd 

young Mellefont upon the brink of ruin, and left him 
none but you to catch at for prevention, | 

L. Toben. Again, provoke me! Do you wind 
me like a larum, only to rouſe my own ſtill'd ſoul for 
your diverſion ? Confufion ! 

Mask. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you relapſe 
—What needs this ? I fay nothing but what you your- 
ſelf, in open hours of love, have told me. Wh 

ſhould you deny it? Nay, how can you ? Is not all 
this preſent heat owing to the ſame fire? Do you not 
love him ſtill? How have I this day offended you, 
but in not breaking off his match with Cynthia? 
Which *ere to-morrow ſhall be done, —had you but 
patience, : | | 

Ld. Touck. How, what ſaid you Maſkwell—— 
Another caprice to unwind my temper? . 

Masx. By heav'n, no; I am your {lave, the ſlave 
of all your pleaſures; and will not reft *till J have 
given you peace, would you ſuffer me. | 

Ld. Toucu, O, Maſkwell, in vain I do diſguiſe 
me from thee, thou know'ft me, knoweſt the very in- 
moſt windings and receſſes of my ſoul, —O, Melletont ! 
T burn; married to-morrow ! Deſpair ſtrikes me. Yet 
my ſoul knows I hate him too ; let him but once be 
mine, and next immediate ruin ſeize him, 

Mask. Compoſe yourſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and 
ruin him too Will that pleaſe you? 


L. Tovcn. How, how ? Thou dear, thou precioug 


villain, how ? 


Max. You haye already been tampering with my 


Lady Plant. 


L. Tovcu. I have : ſhe is ready for any impreſſion 
I think fit | 


Masx. She muſt be thoroughly perſuaded, that 


Mellefont loves her, | hy os | 
J.. Toven, 
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IL. Tovcn. She is fo credulous that way naturally, 
and likes him ſo well, that ſhe will believe it faſter 
than J can perſuade her. But I don't ſee what you 
can propoſe from ſuch a trifling deſign; for her firſt 
onverſing with Mellefont, will convince her of the 
contrary. 6". "IM 

 Masx. I know it. I don't depend upon it.—Bur it 
vill prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us leiſure to lay 
a ſtronger plot: if 1 gain a little time, I ſhall not 
want contrivance. e WAR 


One minute, gives invention to deſtroy, | 
What, to rebuild, will a whole age employ, 


End of the FIRST AcT., 


— — * * p — — 


ar n. SCENE I. 


Lady FxorR and CYNTHIA. 


CxynTHIA. 


x XDEED, Madam! Is it poffible your Ladyſhip 
could have been ſo much in love? | 


IL. FRorn. I could not ſleep; I did not ſleep one 


wink for three weeks 1 8 * | | 
_ Cyxr. Prodigious! I wonder, want of ſleep, and 
ſo'much love, and fo much wit as your Ladyſhip has, 
did not turn your brain. er a 
L. FxoTy. O my dear Cynthia, you muft not 
— your friend But really, as you fay, Iwonder too 
hat then I had a way — For between you and I, i 
Had whimfies and vapours, but I gave them vent. 
Cxxr. How pray Madam? e 
I. FxoTH. OI writ, writ abundantly———Do 
you never write ? 8 3 
'CynTt, Write, what? 


L. FxoTH, 
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L. FxoTH. Songs, elegies, ſatires, encomiums, pa- 
negyrics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems. 
yNT. O lord, not I, Madam; I'm content to be 
a courteous reader, a | * | 
L. FxoTHn. O inconſiſtent! In love, and riot write! 
If my Lord and I had been both of your temper, we 
had never come together—O bleſs me! what a ſad 
thing would that have been, if my Lord and I ſhould 
never have met! l 4 | 

CywT. Then neither my Lord nor you would ever 
have met with your match, on my conſcience, | 

L. FxoTH. O'my conſcience no more we ſhould 
thou ſay'ſt right—For ſure my Lord Frath is as fine 
a gentleman, and as much a man of quality! Ah! 
Nothing at all of the common air—I think 4 may ſay 
he wants nothing, but a- blue ribbon and a ftar, to 
make him fline, the very 2 of our hemiſ- 
phere. Do Jou underſtand thoſe two hard words? If 
you don't, Pl explain em to ou. 

Cyxr. Ves, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo ignorant. 
At leaſt I won't own it, to be troubled with your in- 
ſtructions. n. 5 4 

L. FRorh. Nay, I beg your pardon; but being 
deriv'd from the Greek, I thought you might have 
eſcapꝰd the etymology. But I'm the more ama: d, to 
find you a woman of letters, and not write! Bleſs me! 
how can Mellefont believe you love him? 

CynT. Why faith, Madam, he that won't take 
my word, ſhall never have it under my hand. a 

For. I vow Mellefont's a pretty gentleman, 
but methinks he wants a manner. er n. 
 CynT. A manner! What's that, Madam? 

L. FxoTAa. Some Ring ry, as for ex- 
ample, the bel air or brillant of Mr. Briſk; the ſo- 
lemnity, yet complaiſance of my Lord, or ſomething 
of his own that ſhould look a little Je- ne · ſcay -quoy ils; 

he is too much a mediocrity, in my mind. 20 

CynT.: He does not indeed affect either pertneſs or 
formality; for which I like him: here he comes. 

L. Fork. And iny Lord with him: pray obſerve 
the difference. enn * 1 | 


Au vide d-laoy- vn SCEN 
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pd 164 
[To them] Lord FroTH  Mei.LeronT, 2 eee 


Crux Vipertinent Creature“! I could almoſt be an- 
gry with her noõ w. | Aſde. 
. F Rorne My Lord, Thave been telling Cynthia, 
how much I have been in love with you; 4 ſwear I 
have ; Paw not aſham'd to on it now; ah! it makes 
my heart-leap, — When I think on't: my 
dear Lord Ha, ha, 
7 him by fry hroks indh on bum, febs and then 
aug bt ft | | 
Ld. Fiorn. Pleaſant creature! perfectly well, ab! 
az look, — it is; who could reſiſi! Was ſo 
my Wand: fone captive firſt, and ever ſinee t ha: 


been in love with — — | 
L. Fxotn., O chat e, that. dent deceitful 
in your mien and 


tongue! that charmin 
1 that charming ſte bow! my Lord, 
8 as you did when I gave you my picture, here ſup- 
— — — args e [Gives bim a —— «glaſs. Pray 
rd; ab} he bows-charmingly ; nay, my 
Tas, — i mack; 1 en gen- 
¶ He bows then iff the glaſ 
Id. aon I ſau — and kifs'd it 

your ſake. 


„I. FROmH- * gallantry to che laſt degree—Mr. 


* 
et 


Briſk, you're a Judge; was ever any * well. 


bred as my 
Baxtsx. $a any thing; ut/your Ladyſhip, let 


me periſh. R * 4. ho :F 
turn” again ; t me 
font, 


L. Faorn. 0 prett 
but Jou haue a great deal of wit? Mr. Melle 
don t you think 1 * 

ML. O yes, es, Madam. reer 

Bis. O dear, Fr a 1 

L. Faorn. An infinite deal! 

BR ISE. O heav'ns, Madam 

L. FxoTn. More wit than any body, 

Brisx. I'm everlaſtingly your humble ſervant, 
duce take me, Madam. 


Id. Faoru. 


remember, my Lord? 
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Ld. Fxorn. Don't you think us a happy couple? 

CynT. I vow, my Lord, I think you are the hap- 
ieſt couple in the world, for you're not only happy 
in one another, and when you are together, but happy 
in yourſelves, and by yourſelves, 
. Ld. FrRoTH. I hope Mellefont will make a good 
huſband too. 

CynT. *Tis my intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 

Ld. FRoTH. D'ye think he'll love you as well as I 
do my wife? Pm afraid not. | 

CynrT. I believe he'll love me better. 

Ld. FRoTH. Heav'ns ! that can never be; but 
why do you think ſo ? 

Cen. Becauſe he has not ſo much reaſon to be 
fond of himſelf. 7 

Ld. FxoTH. O your humble ſervant for that, dear 
Madam? Well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy creature. 

ML. Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the ſame reaſon 
for my happineſs that your Lordſhip has, I ſhall think 
myſelf happy. 

Ld. FRoTH. Ah, that's all. : 

BRISsk. | 7 Lady Froth.] Your Ladyſhip is in the 
right; but Pgad Pm wholly turn'd into ſatire, I con- 
feſs I write but ſeldom, but when I do — keen iam- 
bicks 'gad. But my Lord was telling me, your La- 
dyſhip has made an eſſay toward an heroic poem. 
1 Did my Lord tell you? Yes, I vow, 
as and the ſubject is my ; guns love to me. And what 
bs do you think I call it? I dare ſwear you won't gueſs 
Ir. The Syllabub, ha, ha, ha. | 
ell BRISk. Becauſe my Lord's title's Froth, I'gad, ha, 
"7 ha, ha, duce take me, very a propos and ſurpriſing, 
let ha, ha, ha. 
1 L. FRoTH. He, ay, is not it? — And then I call 


Dre 


2 = 


_ 
—_ 


PTE T As wo 


die my Lord Spumoſo; and myſelf, what d'ye think J 
nit, call myſelf | 

BRIsk. Lactilla may be, —'gad I cannot tell. 

L. FRorE. Biddy, that's all; juſt my own name. 

Bars. Biddy! I'gad very pretty Duce take me 
if your Ladyſhip has not the art of ſurpriſing the moſt 
naturally in the world—I hope you'll make me happy 
in communicating the poem. | 

L. FRoTHa, O, you muſt be my confident, I muſt 
alk your advice. | 


or. J. P | BRISK. 


nt, 


He 
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BRISsk. I'm your humble ſervant, let me periſh— 
I preſume your Lady ſnip has read Boffu ? 

. FRorh. O yes, and Rapide, and Dacier upon 
Ariſtotle and Herace.—My Lord, you muſt not be 
jealous, I'm communicating all to Mr. Briſk. 

Ld. FxoTH. No, no, I'll allow Mr. Briſk; have 
you nothing about you to ſhew him, my dear ? 

L. FxoTH. Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Briſk, 
come will you go into the next room? and there I'll 
ſhew you what J have. | 

Ld. FRor g. Pll walk a turn in the garden, and 
come to you. RE 


N III. 
Mai r, CVYVNTHIA. 


Mr. VoOb'RE thoughtful, Cynthia ? 

| CynT. I'm thinking, tho* marriage 
makes man and wife one fleſh, it leaves 'em till two 
fools; and they become more conſpicuous by ſetting 
off one another. | | 

Mer. That's only when two fools meet, and their 
follies are oppos'd. 

CyNnT. Nay, I have known two wits meet, and by 
the oppoſition of their wit, render themſelves as ridi- 
culous as fools, "Tis an odd game we're going to play 
at: what think you of drawing ſtakes, and giving over 
in time? 

MEL. No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, 
becauſe it's poſſible we may loſe ; fince we have ſhuf- 
fled and cut, let's e'en turn up trump now. 

CynT. Then I find it's like cards, if either of us 
have a good hand it is an accident of fortune. 

MEL. No, marriage is rather like a game at bowls, 
fortune indeed makes the match, and the two neareſt, 
and ſometimes the two fartheſt are together, but the 

e depends intirely upon judgment. 
. Still it is : — — conſequently one of 
us muſt be a loſer. | 

MEL. Not at all; only a friendly trial of ſkill, and 
the winnings to be laid out in an entertainment 
What's here, the muſick? — Oh, my Lord has promiſed 


Mt Go a 


5 
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che company a new ſong, we'll get 'em to give it us 


by the way. 

; 7 — croſſing the flage. 
Pray let us have the fayour of you, to practiſe the 
ſong, before the company hear it. | 


$0 1 


. | I. 
Cynthia frowns when-e'er I woe her, N 
Vet ſhe*'! vext if I give over; h 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her lover : 
Thus, in doubting, ſhe refuſes ; 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes. 


II. f 
1 Prithee Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you 
Then too late defire will find you, 
When the power muſt forſake you : 
Think, O think o'th' ſaid condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. 


MEL. You ſhall haye my thanks below. 
| | To the muſic, they ga out. 


S C&EN 


{ Tothem Sir PAUL PLYANT, and Lady PLYANT. 


Sir PAUL, ADS bud! I am provok'd into a fer- 
. mentation, as wy Lady Froth ſays; 
was ever the like read of in ſtory | 
L. P. Sir Paul have patience, let me alone to rattle 
kim up. wn 
Sir 3 Pray your Ladyſhip give me leave to be 
angry— il xattle Nan up I wazrant you, I'II firk him 
with a certiorari. 

L. P. You firk him, I'll firk him myfelf ; pray Sir 
Paul hold you contented. | 

CyNT. Bleſs me, what makes my father in ſuch a 
paſſion I never ſaw him thus before, 

5 P 2 Sir PAUL, 
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Sir PauL. Hold yourſelf contented, my Lady Ply- 
ant,—l find paffion coming upon me by inflation, and 
I cannot ſubmit as formerly, therefore give way. 

L. P. How now ! will you be pleafed to retire, 
and—— 2 b | 

Sir Paul. No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am 
pleaſed to be angry, that's my pleaſure at this time, 

MEL. What can this mean ! 

L. P. Gads my life, the man's diſtracted, why how 
now, who are amy" What am I? Slidikins can't I go- 
vern you? What did I marry you fon? Am I not to 
be abſolute and uncontrolable? Is it fit a woman of 
my ſpirit and conduct ſhould be contradicted in a 
matter of this concern? | 

Sir PAUL. It concerns me, and only me z—beſides, 
I'm not to be govern'd at all times. hen I am in 
tranquility my Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul ; 
but when I'm provok'd .to fury, I cannot incorporate 
with paticnce and reaſon, —as ſoon may tygers match 
with tygers, lambs with lambs, and every creature 
couple with its foe, as the poet ſays. —- 

L.. P. He's hot-headed ſtill! "Tis in vain to talk 
to you; but remember I have a curtain-leQture for 
you, you diſobedient, headftrong brute, 

Sir PAUL, No, tis becauſe I won't be headſtrong, 
becauſe I won't be a brute, and have my head for- 
tify'd, that I. am thus exaſperated—But I will pro- 


te& my honour, and yonder is the violator of my 


fame, 
L.. P. Tis my honour that is concern'd, and the vio- 
lation was intended to me. Your honour ! You have 
none but what is in'my keeping, and I can diſpoſe of 
it when I pleaſe—therefore don't provoke me. 
Sir PAUL, Hum, gads-bud the ſays true Well, 
my Lady, march on, I will fight under you then: 1 
am convinced, as far as paſhon will permit. ; 
| [ Lady Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont, 
L. P. Inhuman and treacherous——— a 
Sir PAUL, Thou ſerpent and firft tempter of wo- 
mankind,— | WE TE | 
. CyNT. Bleſs me! Sir; Madam; what mean you? 
Sir PAUL. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him 
not, come hither girl, go not near him, there's no- 
thing but deceit about him; ſnakes are in his prone, 
. 18 2 1 an 
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and the crocodile of Nilus 1s in his belly, he will eat 
thee up alive. | | 
l b. Diſhonourable, impudent creature! 

MEL. For heaven's ſake, Madam, to whom do 
you direct this language 
IL. P. Have I behav'd myſelf with all the decorum 
and nicety, befitting the perſon of Sir Paul's wife? 
Have I preſerv'd my honour as it were in a ſnow- 
houſe for theſe three years paſt ? Have I been white 
and unſully'd even by Sir Paul himſelf ? * 
Sir PAUL. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible wife, 
even to me, that's the truth on't. | 
IL. P. Have I, I ſay, preſerv'd myſelf like a fair 
ſheet of paper, for you to make a blot upon ?— 

Sir Paul. And the ſhall make a ſimile with any 
woman in England. £8 

MEL. I am ſo amaz'd, I know not what to ſay, 

Sir PavL. Do you think my daughter, this pretty 
creature; gads-bud ſhe's a wife for a cherubim ! Do 
you think her fit for nothing but to be a ſtalking horſe, 
to ſtand before you while you take aim at my wife 
gads-bud I was never angry before in my life, and TI 
never be appeas'd again. 18 
MEL. Bell and damnation ! This is my aunt; ſuch 
malice can be engendered no where elſe. | Aſide. 
I.. P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his ſight; leave 
me to ftrike him with the remorſe of his intended 
crime, | | 

CynT. Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm 
he's innocent, i 

Sir PAUL, Innocent! Why hark'ee, come hither 
Thy, hark'ce, I had it from his aunt, my ſiſter Touch- 
wood —Gads- bud he does not care a farthing for an 
thing of thee, but thy portion; why he's in love with 
my wife; he would SA, tantaliz!d thee, and made a 
cuckold of thy poor father, —and that would certainly 
have broke my heart I'm ſure if ever I ſhould have 
horns, they would kill me; they would never come 
kindly, I ſhould die of 'em, like a child that was 
cutting his teeth—T ſhould indeed, Thy—therefore 
come away; but providence has prevented all, there- 
fore come away, when [I bid -= 
' CyxrT. I muſt obey. 3 


SCENE 
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enn v. 
Lady PLYANT, MELLEFONT. 


L. P. N, Such a ching! the impiety of it ſtartles 
; O me to wrong ſo good, ſo fair a crcature, 
and one that loves you tenderly——tis a barbarity of 
barbarities, and nothing could be guilty of t—— _ 
Mx. But the greateſt villain imagination can form, 
I grant it; and next to the villany of ſuch a fact, is 
the villany of aſperfing me with the guilt. How? 
which way was I to wrong her? for yet I underſtand 
you not. 88 | 
IL. P. Why, gads my life, Couſin Mellefont, you 
cannot be ſo peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you 
with it to your face; for now Sir PauPs gone, you 
are corum nobus, | | | WEN 
MET. By heav'n, I love her more than life, or 


L. P. Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, 


and ev'ry thing in the world, but give me mathema- 
cular demonſtration, anſwer me directly But I have 
not patience Oh! the impiety of it, as I was ſaying, 


and the unparallel'd wickedneſs ! O merciful father! 


how could you think to reverſe nature ſo, to make the 
davghter the means of procuring the mother ? 

Mr. The daughter to procure the mother! 

LP. Ay, for cho I am not Cynthia's own mother, 
F am her father's wife; and that's near enough to 
make it inceſt. _ | 
MRZ. Inceſt! O my precious aunt, and the devil 
in conjunction. e Aſide. 
L. P. O reflect upon the horror of that, and then 
the guilt of deceiving every body; marrying the 
daughter, only to make a cuckold of the father; and 
then ſeducing me, debauching my purity, and pervert- 
ing me from the road of virtue, in which I have trod 
thus long, and never made one trip, not one faux pas; 
O conſider it, what would you have to anſwer for, if 
you ſhould provoke me to frailty ? Alas! humanity 1s 
feeble, heavin knows! very fee 
port itſelf. . | 
Mr. Where am 1? is it day? and am I awake? 


—— 
* L. F, 


* 


le, and unable to ſup- 
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L. P. And no body knows how circumſtances may 
happen together—To my thinking, now I could refit 
the ſtrongeſt temptation——But Jet I know, tis im- 
poſſible for me to know whether I could or not, there's 
no certainty of the things of this life. 

Mr. Madam, pray give me leave to aſk you one 

ueſtion.— 
b L. P. O lord, aſk me the queſtion, ll ſwear I'll 
refuſe it; I ſwear ll deny it—therefore don't atk me, 
nay you ſhan't aſk me, I ſwear I'Il deny it. O ge- 
mini, you have brought all the blood into my face ; I 
warrant I am as red as a turky cock; O hi, couſin 
Mellefoat ! 

MEL. Nay, Madam, hear me; I mean— 

L. P. Hear yeu, no, no; Þ'll deny you firſt, and 
hear you afterwards, For one does not know how 
one's mind may change upon hearing. — Hearing is ene 
of the ſenſes, and all the ſenſes are fallible; I won't 
truſt my honour, I aſſure you; my honour 1s jafal- 
lible and uncomatible. 

MEL, For heaven's ſake, Madam, — 

L. P. O name it no more—Bleſs me, how can you 
talk of heav'n ! and have ſo much wickedneſs in your 
heart? May be you don't think it a fin—They ſay 
ſome of you gentlemen don't think it a fin—May be 
it is no fin to them that don't think it ſo; indeed, if x 
did not think it a fin—But ſtill my honour, if it were 
no ſin— But then, to marry my daughter, for the con- 
veniency of frequent opportunities I'll never conſent 
to that, as ſure as can be, I'll break the match. 

: Mr. Death and amazement—Madam upon my 
nees 

L. P. Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſee my 
good nature. I know love is powerful, and no body 
can help his paſſion : 'tis not your fault; nor I ſwear 
it is not mine—How can I help it, if I have charms? 
And how can you help it, if you are made a captive 2 
I ſwear it is pity it ſhould be a fault—But my hovour, 
—well, but your honour too but the ſi !—well but 
the — any lord, here's ſomebody coming, I dare 
not ſtay, ell, you mult conſider of your crime; 
and ſtrive as much as can be againſt it, ſtrive be ſure 
But don't be melancholic, don't deſpair—But never 
think that I'll grant you any thing; O lord, no PIN 
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be ſure you lay aſide all 3 of the marriage, for 


tho? I know you don't love Cynthia, only as a blind 
for your paſhon to me; yet it will make me jealous, — 
O lord, what did I fay ? Jealous! no, no, I can't be 
jealous, for I muſt not love you, therefore don't 
2 don't deſpair neither, —O, they're coming, 
J muſt fly. | 


$ CE N E. VI. 
MELLEFONT, alone. 


Mer. [after OO then, —ſpight of my care and fore- 

a pauje. fight, I am caught, _— in my ſe- 
curity Vet this was but a ſhallow arti 93 
of my Machiavilian aunt : there muſt be more behind, 
this 1s but the firſt flaſh, the priming of her engine ; 
deſtruction follows hard, if not moſt preſently pre- 
vented. i 


nN VII. 


To him.] MAs K WEL I. 


TASK WELL, welcome, thy preſence is 

a view of land, appearing to my ſhip- 
wreck'd hopes : the witch has rais'd the ſtorm, and 
her miniſters have done their work; you ſee the veſſels 
are parted. 

Masx. I know it; I met Sir Paul towing away 
Cynthia: come, trouble not your head, I'll join you 
together e' er to-morrow morning, or drown between 
| you in the attempt. 

ML. There's comfort in a hand ſtretch'd out to 
one that's ſinking, tho? ne'er ſo far off, 

Masx. No finking, nor no danger—Come, cheer 
up; why you don't know, that while I plead for you, 
your aunt has given me a retaining fee ;—nay, I am 


your greateſt enemy, and ſhe does but journey-work 
under me. 


MEL. Ha! how's this? 
MAsk. What d'ye think of my being employed in 
the execution of all her plots ? Ha, ha, ha, by heav'n 
we it's 


MEL. 
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it's true; I have undertaken to break the match, I 
have undertaken to make your uncle difinherit you, to 
get you turn'd out of doors; and to— Ha, ha, ha, I 
dan't tell you for laughing—Oh ſhe has open'd her 
heart to me. -I am to turn you a grazing, and to— 
Ha, ha, ha, marry Cynthia myſelf ; there's a plot for 
ou. 

p Mi. Ha! O ſee, I ſee my rifing ſun! Light 
breaks thro* clouds upon me, and J ſhall live in day — 
O my Maſkwell ! how ſhall I thank or praiſe thee j 
thou haſt outwitted woman. But tell me, how could'ft 
thou thus get into her confidence ?—Ha! how ? But 
was it her contrivance to perſuade my Lady Plyant to. 
this extravagant belief? 

MAsk. It was, and to tell you the truth, I encou- 
rag'd it for your diverſion: tho' it made you a little 
uneaſy for the preſent, yet the reflection of it muſt 
needs be entertaining—I warrant ſhe was very vio- 
lent at firſt. 1 a 

MEL. Ha, ha, ha, ay, a very fury; but I was moſt 
afraid of her violence at laſt-If you had not come 
as you did, I don't know what ſhe might have at- 
tempted. _ F- <0) 

Masx. Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper.— Well, 
you muſt know then, that all my contrivances were 
but bubbles; 'till at laſt I pretended to have been long 
ſecretly in love with Cynthia; that did my buſineſs; 
that convinc'd your aunt, I might be truſted ; ſince it 
was as much my intereſt as hers to break the match 5 
then, ſhe thought my jealouſy might qualify me to 
aſſiſt her in her revenge. And, in ſhort, in that be- 
lief, told me the ſecrets of her heart. At length we 
made this agreement, if I accompliſh her defigns (as I 
told you before) ſhe has engag'd to put Cynthia, with 
all her fortune, into my power. 

MEL. She is moſt gracious in her favour——Well, 
and dear Jack, how haſt thou contrived ? 

MAsk. I would not have you ſtay to hear it now; 
for I don't know, but ſhe may come this way; I am 
to meet her anon; after that, I'll tell you th whole 
matter: be here in this gallery an hour hence, by that 
time I imagine our conſultation may be over. 

MEI. Iwill; *till then ſucceſs attend thee. 


Vo L. I. Q SCENE 
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2 ILL éthen, ſucceſs will attend me; for when! 
meet you, I meet the only obſtaele to my for- 
tune. Cynthia, let thy beauty gild my crimes; and 
whatſoever I commit of treachery or deceit, ſhall be 
imputed to me as a merit—Treachery, what trea- 
chery ? Love cancels all the bonds of friendſhip, and 
fets men right upon their firſt foundations. 
Duty to kings, piety to parents, gratitude to bene- 


factors, and fidelity to friends, are different and par- 


ticular ties: but the name of rival cuts 'em all aſun- 
der, and is a general acquittance—Rival is equal, and 
love like death an univerſalleveller of mankind. Ha! 
but is there not ſuch a thing as honeſty ? Yes, and 
whoſoever has it about him, bears an enemy in his 
breaſt : for your honeſt man, as I take it, is that nice, 
ſcrupulous, conſcientious perſon, who will cheat no- 
body but himſelf ; ſuch another coxcomb, as your 
wiſe man, who is too hard for all the world, and will 
be made a fool of by nobody, but himſelf ;: ha, ha, 


ha. Well, for wiſdom and honeſty, give me cun- 


ning and hypocriſy ; oh, *tis ſuch a pleaſure to angle 
for tair-fac'd fools! Then that hungry gudgeon Cre- 
dulity will bite at any thing—Why, let me ſee, I have 
the ſame face, the ſame words and accents, when I 
ſpeak what I do think ; and when I ſpeak what I do 
not think—the very ſame—and dear diflimulation is 
the only art, not to be known from nature. 


= Why will mankind be fools, and be deceiv'd? 


And why are friends and lovers oaths beliey'd ? 
When, each, who ſearches ſtrictly his own mind, 
| May ſo much fraud and power of baſeneſs find. 


— 


End of the Second Acr. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Lord Toucuwoop, and Lady Toucywoonp, 


Lady Toucywoop, 


M Lord, can you blame my brother Plyant, 


if he refuſe his daughter upon this provoca- 
tion? The contraQ's void by this unheard of 
impiety. ä 
T. I don't believe it true; he has better prin- 
ciples— Pho, *tis nonſenſe. Come, come, I know my 
Lady Plyant has a large eye, and wou'd centre every 
thing in her own circle; *tis not the firſt time ſhe has 


miſtaken reſpect for love, and made Sir Paul jealous 


of the civility of an undeſigning perſon, the better to 
eak his ſecurity in her unfeigned pleaſures. 

T. You cenſure hardly, my Lord; my ſiſter's 
honour is very well known. | 

Ld. T. Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been 
familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little trick 
wrought by — pitiful contriver, envious of my ne- 
phew's merit. 6 

L. T. Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and J hope it 
will be found ſo: but that will require ſome time; 
for in ſuch a caſe as this, demonſtration is neceſſary. 

Ld, T. There ſhould have been demonſtration. of 
the contrary too, before it had been believ'd 
L. T. $01 ſuppoſe there was. 

Ld, T. How ? where? when? 

L. T. That I can't tell; nay I don't fay there was 
__ am willing to believe as fayourably of my nephew 
as 1 can, . N 

Ld. T. I don't know that. | Half aſide. 

L. T. How? Don't you believe that, ſay you, my 
Lord a 3 8 | 

Ld. T. No, I don't fay ſo—lI confeſs I am troubled 
to find you ſo cold in his defence. | 

L. T. His defence ! Bleſs me, wou'd you bave me 
defend an ill thing. a | 
Ld. T. You believe it then ? 

| Q 2 L. T. 
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L. T. I don't know; I am very unwilling to ſpeak 
my thoughts in any thing that may be to my cou- 
ſin's diſadvantage ; befides, I find, my Lord, you are 
prepared to receive an ill impreſſion from any opinion 
of mine which is not conſenting with your own: but 
fince I am like to be ſuſpected in the end, and *tis a 
ain any longer to diſſemble, I own it to you; in 
ort, I do believe it, nay, and can believe any thing 
worſe, if it were laid to his charge Don't aſk me my 
reaſons, my Lord, for they are not fit to be told you, 
Ed. . Im amaz'd, here muſt be ſomething more 
than ordinary in this. [ Ffde.] Not fit to be told me, 
Madam? You can have 'no intereſts, wherein I am 
not concern'd, and conſequently the ſame reaſons 
ought to be cqnvincing to me, which create your ſa- 
tisfaction or diſquiet. SE | 
L. T. But thoſe which cauſe my diſquiet, I am 


* 
* 


willing to have remote from your hearing, Good my 
Lord, don't preſs me. 

Ld. T. Don't oblige me to preſs you. 

L. T. Whatever it was, tis paſt : and that is bet- 
ter to be unknown which cannot be prevented; there- 
fore let me beg you to reſt ſatisfy'd— — 

Ld. T. When you have told me, I will 

L. T. You won't. 

Ld. T. By my life, my dear, I will, 

L. T. What if you can't, 

Ld. T. How? Then I muſt know, * I will: no 
more trifling I charge you tell me—By all our mutual 
peace to come; upon your duty— _. 

L, T. Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, to 
make me lay my heart before you, but don't be thus 
tranſported ; compoſe yourſelf ; it is not of concern, 
to make you loſe one minute's temper. Tis not in- 
deed, my dear. Nay, by this kiſs you ſhan't be an- 
Br. O lord, I wiſh I had not told you any thing,— 
ndeed, my Lord, you haye fſrighted me, Nay, 
look pleas'd, I'Il tell you. | | 
E Well, well. ; 
T. Nay, but will you be cahm—indeed it's no- 
thing but — 5 
| Ld, þ But what ? 
L. T. But will you promiſe me not to be angry 
Nay you muſt— Not to be angry with Mellefont— 
15 | ue 00; +2 ones 


re- 
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| dare ſwear he's ſorry— and were it to do again, 
would not— 7 

Ld. T. Sorry, for what? Death you rack me with 
delay. PET en 
; 2 T. Nay, no great matter, only Well I have 

our promiſe— Pho, why nothing, only your 1 
fad a mind to amuſe himſelf ſometimes with a httle 
gallantry towards me. Nay, I can't think he meant 
any thing ſeriouſly, but methought it look'd oddly. 

a, T, Cenfuflon and hell, 5 do I hear! 

L. T. Or, may be, he thought he was not enough 
a-kin to me, upon your account, and had a mind to 
create a nearer relation on his own ; a loyer you know, 
my Lord—Ha, ha, ha. Well, but that's all——Now 

ou haye it; well, remember your promiſe, my Lord, 
and don't take any notice of it to him, 

Ld, T. No, no, no—damnation ! 

L. T. Nay, I ſwear you muſt not—A little harm- 
leſs mirth—Only miſplac'd, that's all.— But if it were 
more, tis over now, and all's well. For my part, I 
have forgot it; and ſo has he, I hope—forl — not 
heard any thing from him theſe two days, 

Ld. T. Theſe two days! is it fo freſh ? Unnatural 
villain ! Death, I'll have him ftripp'd and turn'd na- 
ked out of my doors this moment, and let him rot and 
periſh, inceſtuous brute ! 

I. T. O for heav'ns fake, my lord, you'll ruin me 
if you take ſuch public notice of it, it will be a town- 
talk: confider your own and my honour—nay, I told 
you you would not be ſatisfied when you knew it. 

d. T. Before I've done, I will be fatisfy'd. Un- 
grateful monſter, how long ?— 9 0 
_ LF. T. Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my lips had 
grown together when I told you——Almoſt a twelve- 
month—Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you are 
yourſelf, ' Pray, my Lord, don't let the company ſee 
you in this diſorder—Yet, I confeſs, I can't blame 
you 3 for I think I was never ſo ſurpris'd in my life 

o would have thought my nephew could have fo 
miſconftrued my kindneſs—But will you go into your 
cloſet, and recover your temper. PII make an excuſe 
of ſudden buſineſs to the company, and come to you. 
Pray, good dear my Lord, let me beg you do 

| n naw + 
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now: I'll come immediately, and tell you all; will 
you, my Lord ? | 
Ld. T. I will-I am mute with wonder. 
L. T. Well but go now, here's ſomebody coming. 
Ld, T. Well I go—- Lou won't ſtay, for I would 
hear more of this. 
IL. T. I follow inſtantly - So. 


. 


Lady Topchwoop, MAsKwWELL. 


MasKk, TI was a maſter- piece, and did not need 
my help tho' I ſtood ready for a cue 
to come in and confirm all, had there been occaſion, 

L. T. Have you ſeen Mellefont; | 

Mask. [I have; and am to meet him here about 
this time. 

L. T. How does he bear his diſappointment. ? 

Mask. Secure in my aſſiſtance, he ſeem'd not much 
afflicted, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow artifice, 
which ſo little time muſt of neceſſit diſcover, Yet 
he is apprehenſive of ſome farther deſign of yours, and 
has engaged me to watch you, I believe he will 
hardly be able to prevent Ive plot, yet I would have 
you uſe caution and expedition. 

L. T. Expedition indeed; for all we do, muft be 
perform'd in the remaining part of this ev'ning, and 
— the company break up; left my Lord ſhould 
cool, and have an opportunity to talk with him pri- 
vately—My Lord muſt not ſee him again. 

Masx. By no means; therefore you muſt aggra- 
vate my Lord's diſpleafure.to a degree that will admit 
of no conference with him.—What think you of men- 
tioning me ? 3 

L. T. How? 

Mask. To my Lord, as having been privy to 
Mellefont's defign upon you, but ſtill uſing m utmoſt 
endeavours to diſſuade 3 tho' my friendſhip and 
love to him has made me conceal it; yet you may ſay, 


I threatened the next time he attempted any thing of 


that kind, to diſcover it to my Lord. 
L. T. To what end is this ? 


I MasK., 
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Masx. It will confirm my Lord's opinion of my ho- 
nour and honeſty, and create in him a new confidence 
in me, which (ſhould this deſign 22 will be 
neceſſary to the forming another plot that TI have in 
my head — To cheat you as well as the reſt. Aſide. 

L. T. PI. do it—Pl tell him you hindered him 
once from forcing me. | 

Masx. Excellent ! Your Ladyſhip.has a moſt-im- 

roving fancy. You had beſt go to my Lord, keep 
Lien as long as you can in his cloſet, and I doubt not 
but you will mould him to what you pleaſe ; your 
gueſts are ſo engaged in their own follies and intrigues, 
they'll miſs neither of you. | 

L. T. When ſhall we meet ?—At eight this even- 
ing in my chamber; there rejoice at our ſucceſs, and 


toy away an hour in mirth. 


- Masx. I will not fail. 


SCENE Hi. 


MASKWEL L alone, 


* 


Know what ſhe means by 2 away an hour 
1 well enough. Pox I have loſt all appetite to her; 
yet ſhe's a fine woman, and I lov'd her once. But I 


don't know, fince I have been in a great meaſure kept 


by her, the caſe is alter'd ; what was my pleaſure is 
become my duty: and I have as little ſtomach to her 
now. as if | were her huſband. Should ſhe ſmoak my 
defign upon Cynthia, I were in a fine pickle. She has 
a damn'd penetrating head, and knows how to inter- 
pret a coldneſs the right way; therefore I muſt diſ- 
ſemble ardour and ecſtaſy, that's reſolv'd: how eaſily 
and pleaſantly is that diſſembled before fruition ! Pox 
on't that a man can't drink without quenching his 
thirſt, Ha! yonder comes Mellefont . thoughtful. 
Let me think: meet her at eight—hum—ha ! by 
heav'n I have it—If I can ſpeak to my Lord before 
Was it my brain or providence ? No matter which— 
I will deceive 'em all, and yet ſecure myſelf, twas a 
_ thought ! Well, this double-dealing is a jewel. 
Here he comes, now for me,—. | 

 [Maſkwell pretending not to ſee bim, walks by him, and 

[p#ak; as it wereto himelf. ee 
LSE SCENE 


: 
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SCENE iv. 
['To bin] Mzruzront maſing: - 


Masz. MERCY on us, what will the wicked- 
4 8 neſs of this world-come to? | | 

ME1.. How now, Jack? What, fo full of contem- 
plation that you run over E ni ler : 
Mask. Tm glad you're come, for I could not con- 
tain myſelf any longer: and was juſt going to give 

vent to a ſecret, which nobody but you ought to drink 
down. Vour aunt's juſt gone from hence. bab 
MIL. And having truſted thee with the ſecrets of 
her ſoul, thou art villainouſly bent to diſcover em all 
to me, ha ? 3 - 
MAsk. I'm afraid my frailty leans that way—Buy 
1 don't know whether I can in honour diſcover em 
all 


Mr. All, all man, what you may in honour be- 
tray her as far as ſhe betrays herſelf: No tragical de- 
fign upon my perſon, I hope, 3 
Masx. No, but it's a comical defign upon mine, 
MEL. What doſt thou mean? >? xr 
Masx. Liſten and be dumb, we have been bar- 
gaining about the rate of your run——, 
Mer. Like any two guardians to an orphan heireſs 
Well. | 
Mask. And whereas pleaſure is generally paid with 
miſchief, what miſchief I do is to — paid with plea- 
. War 
MEL. So when you've ſwallow'd the potion, you 
ſweeten your mouth with a plumb. .  _ | 
Mask. You are merry, vir, but I ſhall probe your 
conſtitution. In ſhort, the price of your baniſhment 
3s to be paid with the perſon of — {1 
Mer. Of Cynthia, and her fortune Why you 
forget, you told me this before. 
MASK. Nos no—So far you are right; and I am, 
as an earneſt of that bargain, to have full and free 
poſſeſſion of the 4 of your aunt. 


MEL. Ha !—Pho, you trifle. | 


Mask. By this light I'm ſerious; all raillery apart 


I knew 
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A knew 'twould ſtun you: this eyening at eight ſhe 
will receive me in her bed-chamber, 
Murr. Hell and the devils The abandon d 'of ak 
e— Why the woman is poſſeſs d —— - . 
Mask. Well, will you go in my ſtead - 
Mr. By heay'n into a hot furnace ſooner...  - 
Mask. 0s; ou would not It would not be * 
convenien can 8 en en 
ML. — d'ye mean! | 
Mask. Mean! Not to diſappoint the lady i e 
ou—Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he N co 
1 won't perplex you. "Tis the on — | thing that 
vidence could have contriv'd to make me — of 
ſervin you, - either to my inclination or your own 
nece 
Mae” 3 how, for heav'ns ſake, 1 Maſkwell 2 
MAsk. 1 * thus—PIl go according to appoint- 
ment; you have notice at the critical minute to 
come and pole your aunt and me together: coun- 
terfeit a rage againſt. me, and Fil make my eſcape 
thang the private paſſage from her chamber, which 
Tl take care to leave open: twill be hard, if | 
you can't bring her to any conditions. For this d 
covery will diſarm her of all defence, and leaye her 
entirely at your mercy 4 . ſhe muſt ever after be 
in awe of you. 
ML. Let me adore thee, my better Genius By 
heav'n e not in the pomer of fate to diſap 
point my hopes My hopes, my certainty ! ! 
1 ell, I'll meet you here, within a quarter 
of e t, and give you notice. 43 
IL. G e P 


BE s S K * R v. 
n Canpuery, | 


Cars ELLEF ONT, get out g'th? way, my 
| | Lady Plyant's coming, and 1 ſhall. ne- 
ver ſucceed while — art in fight—Tho! ſhe begins 
| nto-tack about; but I made love a grnas: while to no 


| ML. Why, what's the matter? She's convine'd 
chat 1 don't care for her. 2H 


Vor. I. 


Cane, 


LA 


challenge to him to 
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-Cart. I can't get an anſwer from her; that does 
not begin with her honour, or her virtue, her religion, 
or ſome ſuch cant. Then ſhe has told me the Whole 
hiſtory of Sir Paul's nine years courtſhip; how he has 
lain for whole nights together upon the ſtairs; before 


her chamber-door; and that the firſt favour he re- 


etived from her, was a piece of an old ſcarlet petti- 
coat for a ſtomacher; which, ſince the day of his mar- 


riage, he has, out of a piece of gallantry, converted 


into a night-cap, and wears it ſtill with much ſolem - 
nity on his anniverſary wedding- night. | 
Mr., That I have ſeen, with the ceremony rhere- 
unto belonging—For on that night he creeps 1n at the 
bed's feet hike a gull'd baſſa that has marry'd a relation 
of the Grand Signior, and that night he has his arms 
at liberty. Did not ſhe tell you at what a diſtance ſhe 
keeps him? He has confeſs'd to me that but at ſome 
certain times, that is, I ſuppoſe, when ſhe appre- 
hends being with child, he never has the privilege of 
uſing the familiarity of a huſband with a wife. He 
was once given to ſcrambling with his hands and 


raping in his ſleep; and ever ſince ſhe has him 
ſwaddl 


ed up in blankets, and his hands and feet ſwath'd 
down, and ſo put to bed; and there he lies with 5 — 
ou 


beard, like a Ruſſian bear upon a drift of ſnow. 


are very great with him, I wonder he never told you 
his grievances, he will I warrant you. _ 
- CARE. Exceffively fooliſh !— 


EL. Nay, then yen be her; for a woman's 
bragging to a man that ſhe has overcome temptations, 
is an argument that they were weakly offer'd, and a 
ehermore irreſiſtibly. is 
only an enhancing the price of the 8 by 
telling you how many cuſtomers have underbid her. 

_ Cant. Nay, I don't deſpair— But ſtill ſhe, has a 
ing to you——l 'talk'd to her Yother: night at my 
, Froth's maſquerade, when I'm fatisfy*d ſhe knew 


me, and I had no reaſon to complain of my reception; 
but I find women are not the ſame I and in 


maſks, —and a vizor diſguiſes their inclinations as 


: 0 - - 2 


- 


NMI. 


Frage 


ut chat which gives 
me moſt hopes of her, is her telling me of the many 
temptations ſhe has reſiſted. 1 1 ; 


2e <> 2 


Ht nr =o 


+ 


5 
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_ ought to 
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MI. Tis a miſtake, for women may moſt pro- N 
perly be ſaid to be unmaſk'd when they wear vizors; 
for that ſecures them from bluſhing, and being out of 


F 


countenance, and next to being in the dark, or alone, 
they are moſt truly themſelves in a'vizor maſk. Here 


they come, Pll leave you, Ply her cloſe, and by and 


by clap a billet-doux into her hand: for a woman no- 
ver thinks a man truly in love with her, *till he -has 


been fool enough to think of her out of her fight, and 


to loſe ſo much time as to write to her. 
$: 040; MN. BBD. 
CARELEsSs, Sir PAUL and Lady PLYANT. | 


Sir PAUL. HAN'T we: diſturb. your meditation, 


Mr. Careleſs: you wou'd be private ? 
CARE. You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, 
that ſhall be always welcome to my privacy. 
Sir Pau. O, ſweet Sir, you load your bumble 
ſervants, both me and my wife, with continual fa- 
vours. | O08 3556) 
L. P. Sir Paul, what a phraſe was there? You will 
be r and taking that upon you, which 
ie upon me: that you ſhould have ſo little 
breeding to think Mr. Careleſs did not apply himſelf 
to me. Pray what have you to entertain = body's 
rivacy? I * and declare in the face of the world 


I'm ready to bluſh for your ignorance. 


+* 


Sir PAUL, I acquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſnub 
ſo loud. ©" N [Alt to her. 


terate might be fuppoſed to be capable of being qua- 
lify'd to make a ſuitable return to thoſe obligations 
which vou are pleaſed to confer u one that is wholly 
incapable of being qualify'd in all thoſe circumſtances, 
Pm fure I ſhou'd rather attempt it than any thing in 


the world, e Pm ſure there's nothing in 


the world that I wouſd rather. 1 But I know 
Mr. Careleſs is ſo great a critic and fo fine a gentle- 
man, that it is impoſfible for me— oe 
CARE. O heav'ns! Madam, you confound me. 
Sir Paul. ain: ſhe's a fine perſon— ” 
' 1 \ 2 - * 4 


L. P. Mr. Careleſs, if a 2 that is wholly illi- 


* 
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L. P. O Lord! Sir, pardon me, we women have 
not thoſe advantages: I know my own imperfeQions— 
But at the ſame time you muſt give me leave to . 
elare in the face of the world that no body is 
ſenfible of ens and things; for with the reſerve of 
my horiour, I aſſure you you f Mr. Careleſs, I don't know 

r 


any thing in the wo would refuſe to. à perſon fo 
meritorious —Y ov'll pardon my want of expreſſon.— 

CaRg.. O your Ladyſhip is abounding in * d 
lence, particularly that of phr Bo. ft; - 

P. You are ſo obliging, Sir, 
ny row Ladyſhip 1 is ſo charming. 
ir Pau. So, now, now; now ad 

L, P. So well bre. ITT 

Cars. 80 ſurpriſing. a 

L. P. Sa well dreſt, ſo hoane mins. fo ela; ent, fo 
-unaffefted, ſo caſy, 0 Sree fo nne . 
ny = nh 7 

Sir Pau. Ay, ſo, * there, . | 

CARE, O lord, I — ow, Madam, dog! _ 

L. P. So gay, ſo grace good teeth, ſo fine 
ſhape, ſo — limbs, ſo yo linen, . don't doubt 
but you have a very good tkin, Sir, 

Cart, For heav'ns Rake, Madam m quite out 
pf « countenance. / 
Sir PAUL. And my Lady's quite out of breath; or 
elſe you ſhould h nn you may talk pf my 
Lady Frotb. 

Cars. O he, 45, den he named-of —My 
Lady Froth is yery well in her eds Sy 
But it is when my Lady Plyant is not thought 1 
that can eder be. 

L. P. O you overcome nie That is ſaexceflive. 

Sir Paul. —_ L fwear and vow that was pretty, 

Cart. O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt man alive. 
Buch a Lady ! that is the enyy of her own (ey, and 
the admiration of ours. 


1 — 


Sir Pauz. Your humble ſervant, I am 1 Thank 


cheav'n in a ſine way of —— 1 may ſay, 15 5 


17 * be- 


games me to 7 fo; and we Ive very — to- 
gether; ; 


wt "th 


TT wav . C« =o, rp mop 
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ther 4 ſhe is a little haſty ſometimes, and ſo am 4 * 
put mine's ſoon over, and then I'm fo forty—O, Mr, 
Careleſs, if it were not for one thing— _ 


0 ; 
a 8 E NB VI. 

i Cantiacs, Sir Pau, Lady Pivant, Boy 
i : with a Letter. * es 


L. P. OW often have you been told of that, 
vou | powers oo ? | "= W- 
Sir Fav. Gad ſa, gad's-bud—Tim, carry it to my 
Lady, you ſhould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt. * 
Boy. Tis directed to your worthip, | * 
Sir PAUL. Well, well, my Lady reads all letters 
firt—Child, do ſo no more; d'ye hear, Tim. 
Boy. No, and pleaſe you. 


CEOS VETS 


W 


ne | * | 
bt _ CanzLEss, Sir Paul, Lady Pryant., ' 
at Sir PAUL, Humour of my wife's, you know 
women have little fancies Hut as 1 
or was telling you, Mr. Careleſs, if it were not for one 1 
. thing, I Thould think myſelf the Happieſt man in the | 
| world; indeed that touches me near, very near. 
ly Ca. What can that be, Sir PRI? | | | 
ky Sir Par. Why, I have, I thank heav'n, a very plen- 
bY aful fortune, a good eſtate in the country, ſome houſes 
0 n town, and ſome money, a pretty wiegt e perſonal 
| eſtate; and it is a great grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. 
fy Careleſs, that I have not a ſon to inherit this Tis 
e, true, I have a daughter, and a fine dutiful child ſhe is, 
ad though I ſay it, bleſſed be providence IL may ſay; for 
indeed, Mr. Careleſs, T am mightily beholden to pro- 
ik vidence—A. poor unworthy figner—But if Thad a ſon, 
8 ah, that's my affliftion, and my we affliction; in- 
of deed. I cannot refrain tears when it comes in my 
Y, mand,.. * 4 ries, 
＋ CARE. Wh „ methinks that might be eaſily re- 
e- medied—My Lady's a fine likely woman— © _. 
0-  BixPAyL, Oh, 2 ſine likely woman as you ml 
T4 1 | | "TS 


4 
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fee in a ſummer's day—Indecd ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, 
Ia all reſpects. 


CARE. And I ſhould not have taken you to have 
been ſo old 


Sir Paul. Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs ; ah! 


that's not it; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the mark a 
mile; indeed you do, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs ; no, 
no, that's not it, 

CARE. No, what can be the matter then ? 

Sir Paul. You'll ſearcely believe me, when I'ſhall 
tell you—my Lady is ſo nice—It's very ſtrange, but 
it's true : too _true—ſhe's ſo very nice, that I don't 


believe the would touch a man for che world—at leaſt 


not above once a year; I'm ſure I have found it fo; 
and alas, what's once a year to an old man, who 
would do good in his generation? Indeed it's true, 
Mr. Careleſs, it breaks my heart -I am her huſband, 
8 I may ſay; though far unworthy of that honour, 
vet I am al hyſband 3 but alas-a-day, I have no 
— with her perſon—as to matter 
ma with n mpther—no indeed, 
1 Alas-3-day, this is a lamentable Rory; m my 
Lady muſt be told ont; ſhe muſt i' faith, Sir Paul; tis 
an injury to the 
Si Par., Ah . would to heav'n rink, Mr, 
Fares ou ate mightily in her favour, © 
CARE. uy warrant you, . what!. We muſt have 4 fon 
ſome way or other. 
Six PAPL. Indeed, 1 ſhould be mightily bound to 
7 if vou could bri it about, Mr. Cartlek, 
r ir Pen, it's from your ſteward, here's 
a return: of fix hundred pounds; you may "take fifty 
of it for the next half . = him the letter, 


ot o 
Fad 1 3 » 


SCENE. 


* oy ; 


{Ta Lord. Faxorn, err 


Sir Faok- OW does my girl? come hither to 
thy father, poor lamb, thou'rt me- 


15 jancholic, 


Ld. F. RQT i, Heavn, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of 


all things in che world — Von are never 'pleas'd but 


when 


S 9 . 


1999005 . 


* 


= _ i 


hd 


——- 


The DovzEE DEALER, ray 


when we are all upon the broad grin; all laugh and 
no company; ah, then tis ſuch a fight to ſee ſome 
teeth——Sure you're a great adrmirer of my Lady 
Whifler, Mr. Sneer, as Sir Lawrence Loud, and 
that gang. . | 
Sir Pavt. I vow and ſwear ſhe's a very me; 
woman, but, I think ſhe laughs a little too much. 
Ld. FxoTn. Merry! O lord, what a character 
that is of a woman of quality Von have been at my 


x b 


Lady Whifler's upon her day, Madam? 


CynT. Yes, my Lord-I muft humour this fool. 

$4. Aſide. 

Td. FrxoTH. Well and how? hee! What i — 
ſenſe of the converſation ? ALF” 

CynT. O moft ridiculous, a perpetual conſort of 


laughing without any harmony ; for ſure, my Lord, 


to laugh out of time, is as difagreeable as to ſing out 
of time or out of tune. : | S 
Lad. FxoTn. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my 
Lady Whifler is fo ready—ſhe always comes in' three 
bars too foon—and then, what do they laugh at? 
For you know laughing without a jeſt is as imperti- 
nent; hee! as, ag—— _ ; 

CynT. As dancing without a fiddle. _ 2 

ral FroTH. Juſt ifaith, that was at my tongue's 
end. f | a 

CynT. But that cannot be properly ſaid of them 
for I think they are all in good nature with the world, 
and only laugh at one another; and you muſt allow 
they have all jeſts in their perſons, though they have 


none in their converſation, 


Ld. Fxork. True, as I'm à perſon of honour —— 
For heaven's ſake let us facrifice em to mirth a little. 
| Enter Boy and whijpers Sir Paul. 

Sir Paur. Gads ſo— Wife, wife, my Lady Plyant, 
I have a word. - "x 5 | 

L. P. Pm buſy, Sir P 
perunengdu—.. e e AMT. 

CARE. Sir paul, harkee, I'm reaſonin the mat- 
ter you know; Madam,—if your Ladylhip pleaſe, 
we'll diſcourſe of this in the next room. 

Sir 1 O ho, I wiſh you good _ 122 
you g uceels. „tell 7 Ay, W | has 
done, I would alk wit her > ge 210 wo 
BT SCENE 


aul, I wonder at your im- 
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a IX” 5 1 4 by, 41 * - * 4 : | | 

1 * — 5 8 C E N F X. A s. 

. f $8 . ir, | PRs 
» CyxTHiA, Lord FroTn, Lady FxoTH, Brick, 


L. Faorx, T you think that Epiſode between 
1 Suſan, che dairy- maid, and out 
coachman 1s not amils ; you know, I may ſuppoſe the 
dairy in town, as well as in the country. | 
BRisk, Incomparable, let me periſi But then be- 
ing an heroic poem, had not you better call him a 
arioteer. >- Charioteer ſounds 47 beſides, your 
b r coachman _ a face, and you com- 
aring him to the ſun ou know the ſun ĩs call'd 
eav'ns Charioteer. n | 
L. Fxorn. infinitely better; I'm extremely 
por ned to you — the hint; ftay, we'll mA 
 thaſe a ſcore lines again. [Pulli out paper. 
me ſec here, you n A halve top 22 
riſon, you know. | Reads] 


Por as the ſun ſhines ev'ry day, | 
So of our coachman I may ſay. 


Batsk. I'm afraid that fGimile won't do in wet wa- 
ther—becauſe you ſay the ſur ſhines every day. 

L. Fork. No, for the ſun it won't, but it will 
do for the coachman, for. you know there's moſt oc · 
1 7 for 2 in wet pg * | h 
{ DRISK, Right, t, that 1aves all. FE | 

L. Fern Ten don't ſay the ſun ſhines all the 
day, but that he peeps now and then, yet he does 
— all the day too, you know, tho' we don't ſee 


Batex, Righ but the vulgar will , compre- 
— 7 8 ight, the Ul never compre 


I. Fork. Well, you ſhall hear Let me ſee. 


Reads) For as the ſun ſhines ev'ry day, 

L 2 So of our coachman I as LH « 
le ſhows his drunken fiery face, 
Iunſt as the fun does, more or eli. 


Batsx. That's right, all's well, all's well. More 
| RES IH . \ 


* 


. 


— 
— 


„ 3 


2 * 1 ; L. Fork. 
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IL. FroTH reads] And when at night his labour's 
q * 


one 
| Thea too, like Heav'ns Charioteer the ſun : 
Ay, Charioteer does better. 
Into the dairy he deſcends, 
And there his whipping and his driving ends; 
There he's ſecure from danger of a bilk, 
His fare is paid him, and he ſets in milk. 


For Suſan, you know, is Thetis, and ſo— 

Bx1sK, Incomparable well and proper, T'gad—But 
J have one exception to make Don't you think bilk 
(I know its good rhime) but don't you think bilk and. 

are too like a hackney-coachman? 

L. FxoTH, I ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo— And 
yet our Jehu was a hackney-coachman when my Lord 
took him. . 3 

BRISsk. Was he? I'm anſwer'd, if Jehu was a hack- 
ney- coachman——Vou may put that in the marginal 
notes tho', to prevent criticiſm Only mark it with a 
ſmall aſteriſm, and ſay, — Jehu was formerly a hack- 


ney-coachman. 


. FxoTH, I will; you'd oblige me extremely to 
write notes to the whole poem. 


- Bax1sx. With all my heart and ſoul, and proud of 
the vaſt honour, let me periſh | 

Ld. FrRoTH. Hee, hee, hee, my dear, have you 
done—Won't ws join with us, we were laughing at 
my Lady Whifler, and Mr. Sneer ? 8 
IL. FRoTH.—Ay my dear Were you? Oh filth 
Mr. Sneer; he's a nauſeous figure, a moſt fulſamic 
fop, foh—He ſpent two days together in going about 
Covent-Garden to ſuit the lining of his coach with his 
complex1on, | 
IL. FroTH.:O filly! yet his aunt is as fond of 
— as if ſhe had brought the ape into the world her- 

Buisk. Who, my Lady Toothleſs? O, ſhe's a 
mortiſying ſpeQtacle; ſhe's always chewing the cud 
wy clic old * | : 
- - Cyxrt. Fy, Mr. Briſk, eringo's for her cough 

L. Prove. 1 have ſeen her — 'em half 2 

* her mouth to laugb, and then put em in again 
—Foh. 


er! 8 Ld. FaoTtg. 
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Ld. Faorn. Foh. | N 
_ L. FxoTn. Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when 
. Sneer offers to ſpeak—and ſets in expectation of his 
no jeſt, with her gums bare, and her mouth-open— 
RISK, Like an oyſter at low ebb, I'gad——Hza, 

ha, ha. | 
Oer. fe Well, I find there are no fools ſo 
inconſiderable in themſelves, but they can render other 
pevple contemptible by expoſing their infirmities. 
IL. FRoT#a. Then that Yother great ſtrapping lady 


Al can't hit of her name; the old fat fool that paints 


ſo exorbitantly. _ . 

BrisK., I know whom you-mean—But. duce take 
me I can't hit of her name neither—Paints d'ye ſay ? 
Why the lays it on with a trowel-—Then ſhe has a 
great beard that briſtles through it, and makes her 
_— if ſhe were plaſter'd with lime and hair, let me 

rith. | | 
1 ROTH, Oh you made a ſong. upon her, Mr. 

11 ” 

_ BRrisx. He? egad, fo I did—My Lord can ſing it. 

.CyxnT. O good my Lord let's hear it. 

Bzr1sx. Tis not a ſong neither—It's a ſort of an 
epigram, or rather an epigrammatic ſonnet ; I don't 
know what to call it, but it's ſatire.—Sing it my 
Lord. 

Lord F. R oH ings. 


Ancient Phillis has young graces, 
Tis a ſtrange thing, but a true one; 
Shall I tell you how?.. 

She herſelf makes her own faces, 

And each morning wears a new one ; 

Where's the wonder now ? 


Br1sx. Short, but there's ſalt in't; my way of 
writing Pgad. | 


enn Xt. 


[To them] FO00TMA N. 
L. FxoTa. OW now ? f 
x | Foot. Your Ladyſhip's chair it 
come. | 
123 5 L.. FroTH, 


/ 
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L. FxoTH. Is nurſe and the child in it? 

Foor. Ves, Madam. 1 

L. FxoTH.. O the dear creature! let's go ſee it. 

Ld. FxoTH. I ſwear, my dear, you'll ſpoil that 
child, with ſending it to and again ſo often, this is 
the ſeventh time the chair has gone for her to-day. 

L. FxoTH. O law I ſwear it's but the fixth—and 
I han't ſeen her theſe two hours The poor dear crea- 
ture—I ſwear, my Lord, you don't love poor little 
Sapho—Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr. Briſk, we'll 
go ſee Sapho, tho my Lord won't. . 

Cxxr. I'll wait upon your 1 nA 

BRIS¹. Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho? 

L. F xorg. Three quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a 
world of wit, and can fing a tune already. My Lord, 
won't you go? won't you? what not to ſee Saph ? 
— my Lord, come fee little Saph. I knew you 
could | 


not ſtay. £ 


U XII. 
CynTHI1A alone, 


EynT, IIS not ſo hard to counterfeit joy in the 

depth of affliction, as to diſſemble mirth 
in company of N ſhould I call 'em fools ? 
The world thinks better of 'em; for theſe have qua- 
lity and education, wit and fine converſation, are re- 


ceiy'd and admir'd by the world—if not, they like and 


admire themſelves—And why is not that true wiſdom, 


for 'tis happineſs * and for 8 955 1 know, we have 


miſapply'd the name all this while, and miſtaken the 


thing: ſince FO 
If hap ineſs in ſelf-content is plac'd, | 
The wiſe are wretched, and fools only bleſs'd, 


: 


End of the Tüixn Aer. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


MELLEFONT and CYNTHIA. 
CYNTHIA. 


Heard him loud as I came by the cloſet- door, and 
my Lady with him, but ſhe ſeem'd to moderate 
his paſſion. a , 4 
ML. Ay, hell thank her, as gentle breezes moderate 
à fire; but I ſhall counter-work her ſpells, and ride 
the witch in her own bridle. | 


Cyxr. It's impoſſible ; ſhe'll caſt beyond you ſtill 
—PI lay 4 life de wil never be a — 2 r 

Mr. What? | 1 
Cvxxr. Between you and me. 

MEL. Why ſa? | 

CvynT. My mind gives me it won't—becauſe we 
are both Es we each of us ftrive to reach the 
goal, and hinder one another in the race; I ſwear it 
never does well when the parties are ſo agreed—for 
when people walk hand in hand, there's neither over- 
taking nor meeting : we. hunt. in couples where we 
both purſue the fame game, but forget one another ; 
and tis becauſe we are ſo near that we don't think of 
coming together. f | | 

Mi. Hum, gad I believe there's ſomthing in't; 

marriage is the game that we hunt, and while we 
think chat we only have it in view, I don't ſee but we 
have it in our power. a | 

CynT. Within reach ; for example, give me your, 
hand; you have look'd through the wrong end al the 
perſpective all this While; for nothing has been be- 
tween us but our fear s. CEN 

ML. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of 
the houſe this very moment, and marry one another, 
without conſide ration or fear of repentance. Pox 
o' fortune, portion, ſettlements and jointures. | 
 CvynrT. Ay, ay, what have we to do with 'em; 
vou know we marry for love. 13 
MEL. Love, love, down- right very villainous love. 
N. D CyNT. 


dl 4 iO try ˙ 


te 


le 
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CynT. And he that can't live upon love, deſerves 
to die in a ditch. —Here then, I give you my promiſe, - 
in ſpite of duty, any temptation of wealth, your in- 


conſtancy, or my own inclination to change 


MEL. To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away 
with me this moment, and be married. ' wy.” 

CynT, Hold—Never to marry any body elſe. 

MEL. That's but a kind of negative confent—Why, 
you won't baulk the frolick ? 
- Cynm® If you had not been fo aſſured of your own 
conduct, I would not But tis but reaſonable that ſince 
I conſent to like a*man without, the vile confideration 
of money, he ſhould give me a very evident demon- 
tration of his wit: therefore let me ſee you under- 
mine my Lady Touchwood, as you boaſted, and force 
her to give her conſent, and then | 
| Mer. Fl do't. MET 6x 121 

CynT. And P'll do't. 

ML. This very next enſuing hour of eight o'clock 


is the laſt minute of her reign, unleſs the devil aſſiſt 


her in propria perfona. _ | 
_ CynT, Well, if the devil ſhould affift her, and 


your plot miſcarry— 


- Mer. AY, what am I ta truſt to then? 
_ CrynrT. Why if you give me very clear demonftra- 
tion that 1t was the devil, I'll allow for irreſiſtible 
odds. But if I find it to be only chance, or deſtiny, 
or unlucky ftars, or any thing but the very devil, Pm 
inexorable : only ſtill Fu keep my word, and live a 
maid for your fake. | 
Mr. And you won't die one, for your own, fo 
ſtill there's hope. | 8 

Cvxr. Here's my mother - in- law, and your friend 
Careleſs, I would not have em ſee us together yet. 


s EN E Ik 
CARELESS and Lady PLYANT. 5 


LP, 8 Mr. Carelefs, you are very allur- 


ing—and fay fo many fine things, and no- 
thing is ſo moving to me as a fine thing, ell, I muſt” 
de you this juſtice, and declare in the face of the 


world, 


\ 
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world, never any body gain'd ſo far upon, me as your 


ſelf; with bluſhes I muſt own it, you have ſhaken, as 
I may ſay, the very foundation of my honour—Well, 


ſure if I eſcape your importunities, I ſhall value my- 


ſelf as long as I live, I ſwear, 
Cart. And deſpiſe me, - . 1+» | Sighing, 
L. P. The laſt of any man in the world, by my 11 
rity ; now you make me ſwear—O gratitude forbid, 
that I ſhould ever be wanting in a pectful acknow- 
ledgement of an intire 5 of all my beſt 
* for the perſon and parts of ſo accompliſh'd a 


perion, whoſe merit challenges much more, I'm ſure, 


than my illiterate praiſes can deſcription. — 


Cart. [In a whining tone.] Ah heav'ns, Madam, 


yay ruin me with kindneſs ; your charming * 


purſues the ey. of your eyes, while at your feet 
| 


— 


your r adorer dies, 
L. . Ab! W Em 
CARE. LSyill u ' 


and feaſt upon that hand; O let me preſs it to my 
heart, my trembling heart, the nimble movement ſhall 


inſtruct your pulſe, and teach it to alarm defire, —. 


Zoons I'm almoſt at the end of my cant, if ſhe does 
not yield quickly. 5 


[fie 
L. P. O that's fo 22 and fine, I cannot hear 


it —l am not ſafe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. 
CARE. And muſt you leave me! Rather let me lan- 
guiſh out a wretched life, and breath my foul beneath 
your feet.— I muft ſay the ſame thing over again, 
and can't help it. 5 | | | Afide. 
L. P. I'fwear Pm ready to languiſh too O my ho- 
nour ! Whither is it going? I proteſt you have given 
me the palpitation pt the heart, | 
CARE. Can you be fo cruel ?— 
L. P. O rife, I beſeech you, ſay no more *till you 
riſe—— Why did you knegl ſa long? I ſwear I was 
ſo tranſported, I did not ſee it.— Well, to ſhew you 


ho far you have gain'd upon me, I aſſure yau if Sir 


Paul ſhould die, of all mankind there's none I'd ſooner 
wake my ſecond choice. EE add of 

CARE. O heav'n! I can't out-live this night with- 
aut your favour—l feel my ſpirits faint, a general 
dampnels oyer-ſpreads my face, a cold deadly dew. al- 


Ul whming,] Ah why are you fo fair, ſo 
bewitching fair ? O let me grow to the ground here, 


— es — 


" Aa. MD HE. ASE. ee 
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ready vents through all my pores, and will to-morrow 
waſh me for ever from your fight, and drown me in 
my tomb. bs . 2 

L. P. O you have conquer'd, ſweet, melting, mov- 
ing Sir, you have conquer'd— What heart of marble 
can refrain to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad ſayings. 
22 | | [ Cries. 


Care. I thank heav'n, they are the ſaddeſt that I 


ever ſaid—Oh !—I ſhall never contain laughter. ¶ {/ide. 


L. P. Oh, I yield myſelf all up to your uncon- 
troulable embraces—Say, thou dear d ing man, when, 


where, and how ?—Ah, there's Sir Pau 


CARE. 'Slife, yonder's Sir Paul, but if he were 
not come, Pm ſo tranſported I cannot ſpeak—This 
note will inform you. | [ Gives ber à note. 


„e K N 
Lady PLYANT, Sir PAUL, CYNTHIA, 


Sir PAUL. kf HOU art my tender lambkin, and 
| fhalt do what thou wilt—But endea- 
your to forget this Mellefont. | 
CynT. I would obey you to my power, Sir; but 
if I have not him, I have ſworn never to marry. | 
Sir Paul. Never to marry ! Heav'ns forbid ; muſt 


I neither have ſons nor grandſons ? muſt ehe family of 


the Plyants be utterly extinct for want of iſſue male? 
Oh impiety ! But did you ſwear, did that ſweet crea- 
ture ſwear ! ha? How durſt you fwear without my. 
conſent, ah? Gads-bud, who am I ? | ; 
CyxT. Pray-don't be angry, Sir, when I ſwore, I 
had your conſent ; and therefore | ſwore. | 
Sir PAUL. Why then the revoking my conſent does 
annul, or make of none effe& your oath : ſo you may 
unſwear it again—The law will allow it. 
CynT. Ay, but my conſcience never will. 
Sir PauL, Gads bud no matter for that, conſcience 
and law never go together; you muſt not expect that. 
L. P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has ſworn, 
d'ye mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn ; it is moſt un- 
chriſtian, inhuman, and obſcene that the ſhou'd break 
it.— I'll make up the match again, becauſe Mr. Carc- 


fs faid it would oblige him. [Apes 


Sir PAUL, 
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Sir Par. Does your Ladyſhip conceive ſo—- Why 

[ was of that o opinion once too—Nay if your Lad Ara 
<onceives ſo, I'm of that opinion K in; but 
gue find my Lord nor my Lady to k w- what they 
anten 


L. P. I'm SY that my couſin Mellefont has 


been much wron 
CyNT. 270 m amaz'd to find her eln ſide, 
for I'm fure ſhe loy'd him. 
I.. P. I know my Lady Touchwood has no kind- 
neſs for him; and "beſides 1 have been inform'd by 
Mr. Caretefs, that Mellefont had never any a0 
more than à profound re ſpecel— That he has own' 
himſelf to be my admirer, tis true, but he was never 
ſo preſumptudhs to entertain any diſhonourable no- 
tions of Uh 5 ſo that if this be made plain don't 
ſee how my daughter can in conſcience, or honour, or 
any thing * the world 
ir Ar. Indeed if chis be made plain, as my Lady 
your mother fay child— 
L. P. Plain! was inform'd of it by Mr. Careleſs 
—And I affure 700 Nr. Careleſs is a perſon— that has 


a moſt ca: reſpect and honour for you, Sir 


-"Cxnrt. [4 1 for your Ladyſhip too, I be- 
eve, or hs you bacnot ang'd ade f ſoon; now 
1 begin to find it. 
* Paut. I am mith oblig'd to Mr. Careleſs re- 
ally, he is a perſon thãt I have a great value for, not 
wy 


for that, but becauſe he has a great veneration 
fot your Ladyſhip. 


P. O law, no indeed, Sir, Paul, tis upon your 


account. 

Sir PAUL. No I proteſt and vow, I have no title 
to his eſteem, but in having the honour to appertain 
in ſome meaſute to your Ladyſhip, that's all. 

L. P. O law, now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be 
ſo, you're too modeſt, Sir Paul. 

Sir, PAvL. It becomes me, when there is any com- 
parifon made, between 

I., P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of 
* countenance—Y our very obedient and affettionate 
wife; that's all—and ih honour'd in that title. 


Sir PAUL: | 


» . AO SS Dn 21 


= 


pen and ink? 
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Sir Pa vr. Gads- bud, I am tranſported ! Give me 
leave to kiſs your Ladyſhip's hand. 
CyNnT. That my poor father ſhould be fo very filly ? 
* 


L. P. My lip indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you K 

| He kiſſes her, and bowt very low. 

Sir Pavz. Ihumbly thank your Ladyſhip—I don't 
know whether I fly on ground, or walk in air—Gads- 
bud, ſhe was never thus before—Well, I muſt own 
myſelf the moft beholden to Mr. Careleſs—As fure as 
can be this is all his doing, ——ſemething that he has 
faid ; well, 'tis a rare thing to have an ingenious 
friend. Well, your Ladyſhip is of opinion that che 
match may go forward. | 

L. P. By all means—Mr, Careleſs has ſatisfy'd me 
of the matter. Hol ; 

Sir Pavr. Well, why then en" 11 may keep 
our oath, but have a care of making raſh vows; come 
Lither to me, and kiſs Papa. 

L. P. I fwear and declare, I am in ſuch a twitter to 
read Mr, Careleſs his letter, that I can't forbear any 
longer—But though I may read all letters, firſt by pre- 
97 Pont yet I'll be ſure to be unſuſpeRed this time, — 

ir Paul. * 

Sir PAvL, Did your Ladyfhip call? 

L. P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my dear—Only 
lend me * letter, which you had from your ſteward 
fic, would look upon the account again; and 
may be increaſe your allowance. . 

Sir PAvr, There it is, Madam; do you want a 
3 [ Bows and gives the letter. 

L. P. No, ne, nothing elſe, I thank your Sir Paul. 
—So now I can read my own letter under the cover 
. | | Ute. | 
Sir Pavr. He? And wilt thou bring a grandſon at 


dine months end—He ? a brave chopping boy —PI 
ſettle a thouſand pounds a year upon the rogue as ſoon 


as ever he looks me in the face, I will gads-bud. Pm 
overjoy'd to think 1 have any of my — that will 
bring children into the world. For I would fain have 
fome reſemblance of myſelf in my poſterity,” he Thy? 
Can't you centrive that affair, girl? Do gads-bud, 
think on thy old father; heb ? Make the young rogue 
as like as you can. | 

Vere Tl, f T e 
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Cynrt. I'm glad to ſee 100 0 merry, Sir. 

Sir Pavr. Merry, gads-bud I'm ſerious, I'll give 
thee five hundred voy for every inch of him that re- 
ſembles me; ah this eye, this left eye! A thouſand 
pound for this left eye, This has done execution in 
its time, girl; why, thou haſt my leer, huſſey, juſt thy 
father's leet. Let it be tranſmitted to the young rogue 
by the help of an why .'tis the mark of our 
family Thy; our houſe. is diſtinguiſhed by a languiſh- 
ing eye, as the houſe of Auſtria is by a thick lip.— 
Ah! when I was of your age, 2.75 I would have 
held fifty to one, I could have drawn my own picture 
—Gads-bud I could have done—not ſo much as you 
neither, —but—nay, don't bluſh— | 
4 8 I don't Huſh, Sir, for I vow I don't under- 

and— 

Sir PAUL, Pſhaw, pſhaw, you fib- you ba 
vou do underſtand, I. ou 1hall — 9 4 _ 
don't be ſo nice, gads-bud don't learn after your mo- 
ther-in-law my Lady here; marry heav'n forbid that 
you ſhould follow her example, that would ſpoil all 
indeed. Bleſs us, if you ſhould take a vagary and 
make a raſh reſolution on your wedding night, to die 
a maid, as ſhe did; all were ruin'd, all my hopes loſt 
— My heart would break, and my eſtate would be left 
to the wide world, he? I hope you are a better chriſ- 
tian than to think of living a nun; he? Anſwer me? 

* I'm all obedience, Sir, to your commands, 

„ © 6 Having read the letter.] O dear Mr. Careleſs, 
I ſwear he writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, | 
and. he has charm'd me, as much as I have charm 
him; and ſo PI tell him in the wardrobe when tis 
dark. O crimine ! I hope Sir Paul has not ſeen, both 
letters. 3 = 
8 the wrong letter haſtihy up, and gives him her own. 
Sir Paul, here's your letter, to-morrow morning Ill 
ſettle accounts to your advantage, 


8 SE N E. IV. 
[To them.] BAITS x. 


RA Isk. CIR Paul, gads-bud your'e an unciyil per- 
| ſon, let me tell you, and all that; and I 
did not think it had been in you, | 


Sir PAUL» 


The Doubs Deaies: 
Sir PAUL. O law, what's the matter now ? I hope 


you are not angry, Mr. Briſk. 


Bx1sx. Duce take me I believe you intend to marry 
your daughter yourſelf ; you're always brooding over 
er like an old hen, as it ſhe were not well hatch'd, 
I gad, he? 
ir Pau. Good ſtrange! Mr. Briſk is ſuch'a merry 
facetious perſon, he, he, he. No, no, I have done 
with her, I have done with her noc. * 
BRIsk. The fiddles have ſtay'd this hour in the 
hall; and my Lord Froth wants a partnet, we can 
never begin without her. 
Sir Pavt.. Go, go, child, go, get you gone and 
dance and be merry, I'll come and look at you by and 


by. — Where's my ſon Mellefont ? 


L. P. I'll ſend him to them, I know where he is 
Br18K. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſs into the 
hall if you meet him: | wy £ 
Sir PavL. I will, I will, I' go and look for him 
on purpoſe. | | 


$$ CRNS: © 
BRTISk alone. 


Br1sK. OQO now they are all gone, and I have an 
= opportunity to practiſe.— Ah! my dear 
Lady Froth ! ſhe's a moſt engaging creature, if ſhe 
were not ſo fond of that Jan's coxcorably Lord of 
hers ;, and Yet I am forced to allow him wit too, to 
keep in with him—No matter, ſhe's a woman of parts 
and I'gad parts will carry her, She faid ſhe would 
llow me into the gallery Now to make my ap- 
proaches—Herh, hem! Ma- [Bows] dam! Pox 
on't, why ſhould I diſparage my pafts by thinking 
what to ſay? None but dulFrogues think; witty men, 
like rich fellows, are always ready for all expences ; 
while your blockheads, like poor needy ſcoundrels, are 
forced to examine their Rock, and forecaſt the charges 
of the day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, 
and try to win her with a new airy invention of my 
own, hem! 1 — Cyr 


T 2 Seki 


* 
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S E N E VI. 
[ Tobim] Lady FRO TR. 


Brrsx. Sings I'M fick with love, ha, ha, ha, prithee 
walking about. come cure me. 1 
3 I'm fick with, &c. — 
O ye pow'rs! O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth ! 
my Lady Froth! Heigho! Break heart; Gods I thank 
ou. Stands muſing with his arms acroſs. 
L. FxoTn. O heav'ns, Mr. Briſk ! What's the 
matter ?- ' | 
Brrsx. My Lady Froth ! Your Ladyſhip's moſt 
umble ' ſervant ;— —the matter, Madam ? nothing, 
Madam, nothing at all Pgad. I was fallen into the 
moſt agreeable amuſement in the whole province of 
contemplation : that's all——Pll ſeem to conceal my 
paſſion, and that will look like reſpect. | Afide. 
L. FxoTH. Bleſs me, why did you call out upon 
me ſo loud ?— ; 
BRIsk. O lord 1 Madam! I beſcech your Lady- 
thip—when ? | 1 
. FRoTH. Juſt now as I came in, bleſs me, why 
don't you know it ? | 
BRISEK. Not I, let me periſh—But did I! ſtrange! 
J confeſs " 224 Ladyfhip was in my thoughts; and 1 
was in a fort of dream that did in a manner repreſent 
a very pleaſing object to my imagination, but—but 


did I indeed ?—To ſee how loye and murder will out. 


But did I really name my Froth ? | | 
L. FxoTH. Three times aloud, as I love letters 
_ But did you talk of love? O Parnaſſus !! who would 
have thought Mr. Briſk could have been in love, ha, 
ha, ha. O heay'ns 1 thought you cou'd have no miſ- 
treſs but the nine muſes. | | 
BRISk. No more I have Pgad, for I adore em all 


in your Ladyſhip——Let me periſh, I don't know 


whether to be ſplenetic, or airy upon't ; the duce take 

me if I can tell whether I am glad or ſorry that your 
Ladyſhip has made the diſcovery. 5 

L. Fork. O be merry by all means—Prince Vol- 

q ſcius in love ! Ha, ha, ha. 8 

a 2 BRISK» 


fi 


A — 
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Baisk. O barbarous, to turn me into ridicule ! 
Vet, ha, ha, ha. The duce take me, I can't help 
laughing myſelf, ha, ha, ha; BA by heav'ns I have a 
violent paſſion for your Lad iP, eriouſly,. 

L. FRoTH. Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha. | 
— Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha ! Gad I have, for all 

laugh. | | , 

L. FRoTH. Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye think I laugh 
at ? Ha, ha, ha. 

BRISsk. Me, Pgad, ha, ha. | 

L. FROTH., No the duce take me if I don't laugh 
at myſelf ; for hang me if I have not a violent paſſion 
for Mr. Briſk, ha, ha, ha. yes 

Bu1sK. Seriouſly ? 

L. FxoTH. Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. | 

Br1sx. That's well enough; let me periſh, ba, ha, 
ha. O miraculous, what 2 diſcovery. Ah my 
dear charming Lady Froth ! | 

L. FROTH. Oh my adored Mr. Briſk ! | Embrace. 


SCENE VII. 
[To them] Lord FRoTH. 
Ld. FRoTH. HE company are all ready—How 


now ! 
Bx1sK. Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord. 
[ Softly to her. 

L. FxoTH. Take no notice but obſerve me Now 
caſt off, and meet me at the lower end of the room, 
and then join hands again; I could teach my Lord this 
dance purely, but I vow, Mr. Briſk, I can't tell how 
to come ſo near any other man. Oh here's my 
Lord, now you ſhall ſee me do it with him. 

0 pretend to practiſe part of a country dance. 

Ld. FxoTH.,—Oh1T ſee there's no harm yet—But l 
don't like this familiarity... . | Afide. 

L. FRoTH.—Shall you and I do our cloſe dance, to 
ſhow Mr. Briſk ? | 

Ld. FxoTH. No, my dear, do it with him. 
I.. Fork. I'll do it with him, my Lord, when 
you are out of the way. i ws 

BRIsK. That's good I'gad,. that's good, duce take 
me 1 can hardly hold wk 4+ in his face. [| Afide. 
| | IId. For n. 
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Ld. Fern. Any other time, my dear, or well 
dance it below. | 
L.. For. With all my heart. 

BaIsk. Come my Lord, I'll wait on you—My 
charming witty angel ! [ To her, 
L;'FRoTH, We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, 
you know, fince we are partners, | 


SC $0 E-:- : VI, 
Lady PLYANT, and CARELESS, 
L. P. Mr. Careleſs, Mr. Careleſs, I'm ruin'd, 


Pm undone. | 

CARE. What's the matter, Madam? 

IL. P. O the unlucky'ſt accident, I'm afraid I ſhan't 
live to tell it you. | NN | 

CARB. Heav'n forbid ! What is it? 

L. P. I'm in ſuch a fright; the 1 quanda 
and premunire ! I'm all over in a univerſal agitation, 
dare ſwear every circumſtance of me trembles.— O your 
letter, you letter ! By an unfortunate miſtake, -I haye 
given Sir Paul your letter inſtead of his own. | 
CA. That was unlucky, _ 

L. P. O yonder he comes reading of it, for heav'ns 


ſake ſtep in here, and adviſe me quickly, before he fees. 
earn . » 
Sir PAUut, with the Letter. 


Providence, what a conſpiracy have 
I diſcover'd—But let me ſee to make 
an end on't,——| Read:] Hum——Aſter ſupper in the 
wardrobe by the gallery. If Sir Paul ſhould ſurpriſe 
us, I have a commiſſion from him to treat with you. 
about the very matter of fact Matter of fact! Ve 

pretty; it ſeems then I'm conducing to my on cuckol- 
dom; why 25 is the very traiterous 2 rs 
ing up arms my authority, againſt m on! 
Well, let me . Til then I linguiſh A 1 
tion of my adored charmer, 


: / 


Sir PAUL. 


Dying Ned Careleſs. 
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Gads- bud, would that were matter of fact too. Die 
and be damn'd for a Judas Maccabeus, and Iſcariot 
both. O friendſhip! what art thou but a name! 
Hence forward let no man make a friend that would 
not be a cuckold : for whomſoever he receives into 
his boſom, will find the way to his bed, and there re- 
turn his careſſes with intereſt to his wife. Have I for 
this been pinion'd night after night for three years paſt? 
Have I been ſwath'd in blankets *till IJ have been even 
depriv'd of motion? Have I approach'd the marriage- 
bed with reverence as to a ſacred ſhrine, and deny'd 

myſelf the enjoyment of lawful domeſtic pleaſures to 
preſerve its purity, and muſt I now find it polluted by 
foreign iniquity? O my Lady Plyant, you were 
chafte as ice, but you are melted now, and falſe as 
water. But providence has been conſtant to me in 
diſcovering this conſpiracy; ſtill I am beholden to pro- 
vidence: if it were not for providence, ſure poor Sic 
Paul thy heart would break, | 


e 
[To him] Lady PLYANT. 


L. P. CO, Sir, I ſee you have read the letter 
Well now, Sir Paul, what do you think of 
your friend Careleſs? Has he been treacherous, or did 
you give his inſolence a licenſe to make trial of your 
wite's ſuſpected virtue? D'ye ſee here??? 
Snatches the letter as in anger. 
Look, read it? Gad's my life if I thought it were ſo, 
I would this moment . renounce all communication 
with you. Ungrateful monſter! He? is it ſo? Ay, 
I ſee it, a plot upon my honour ;- your guilty chee 
confeſs it: Oh where ſhall tiger virtue fly for re- 
pong I' be divorc'd this inſtant. | 
ir Paul. Gads-bud, what ſhall I fay ? This is the 
ſtrangeſt ſurprize ! Why I don't know. any thing at 
all, nor I don't know whether there be any thing at 


all in the world, or no. A 


L. P. I thought I ſhould try you, falſe man. I 
that never diſſembled in my life: yet to make trial of 
you, pretended. to like that monſter of iniquity, * 
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Jeſs, and found out. that contrivance to let you fee 
_ this letter; which now I find was of your own indit. 
I do, Heathen, I do; ſee my face no more; 11 
be divorced preſently. 

Sir PavL. O firan „what will become of me !— 
Pm fo amaz'd, and 'overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and fo 


ſorry. Bur dd yon give me this letter on Purpoſe, | 


he ? Did you ? 

L. P. Did 1! Do you doubt me, Turk, Sarazen ? 
I have a couſin that's a profter in the Commons, Pl 
go to him 2 2 

Sir. PAUL. Hold, ſtay, I beſeech your Ladyſhip— 
I'm fo ways ſtay Vil confeſs all.” 

L.. P. What will AG confeſs, Jew ? 

Sir Pau. Why now as 1 hope to be ſaved, I had 
Tot band in this letter—Nay, hear me, I beſeech your 


adyſhip; the devil take me now if he did not go 


my commiſſion—If I defired him to do any 
more than 1 — a 2 word only 3 juſt for me; gads- 
bud only for poor Sir Paul, Fe Anabaptiſt, or a 
Jew, or what you pleaſe to call me. 
. P. Why is not here matter of fact? 
Sir Par. Ay, but by your own virtue and conti - 

_ matter of fac is all his own dging.—I con- 
| fl I had _ defire to have ſome honours conferr'd 


; 2 Nang a "well-ſpoken man, I defired him to inter- 
3 Die ſe! preſum Oh! he comes, 

= 10n ! e 
gry 1s, comes; T cannot ar his fight. 


$- if *4 
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{NL ci Sir PAUL, | 


f Caxz. oY R Paul, I'm glad Pve met with you, 


1 have faid all I could, but can't pre- 


friendſhip to you has carry'd mie a 


rp rte in t is matter 


Sir PAvL. Indeed — Well Sir—PI1 diſſemble with 
him a itt! r er 5 


CA. Why faith I have in my time known hon 


— abuſed «i a pretended coyneſs in their 
3 


wives, 
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ch lay all in ous Ladyſhip's breaſt, and 


when I could not prevail for 


| <hlamber Fo ws 


de Dent Det ex, 
tend 
be in love m debut all j Pe, N 


a word u F 


Lon t Pl 
ſure to ele r 4g ob oy og 5 


e e ene et 4c 


= — on we Why, this is more 
iiraculovs than the reſt. WO tag 7 


98 e n 
Sir ILem't tell you, Pm bot; cms J 
along with e Y, I can't 


come my N 
Ca f. 6% 3, this diffculey's over. 4 
en de 9 "= 


YL, 1 


eee Marzwais, from ihe ne 
Mes. FASEWELL! 1 pave. been looking for 


yn yn; uarter of eight. 
Maze 4 eight 


nt; my-lord's cloſet 
Men Bp wg —— 8 


you ad bet he as he otherwiſe ſhe may lock the 
door when we are together, nd you wot 6 get in 


to ſurpriſe us. F - a4 
Mr, J Von ſay ue, — 


* 5 


tt ek 
er 
al this white r IPO 


Mx. en N now — T4 thee, 


. > „ 


£5 be thy os. _— 4 


04 Cite you way be allow d 0 hes 10 
our own opinion; the appearance is very 


12 ou had — 2 — for: — 
ſome 


my Lord's 


fi but live an after-game to pla T Mall turn 


N Ten me- 


» SCENE 


1. 


= 
LET'S” 
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. vs Deren Rs. | 
B. II — 1 
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* 


14. 5 ASKWELL, you ard + the ab] with'd 


e 2 arp to be lu the way of your. Lord: 
21. T. 1 Wo: always "found you prudent and care- | 


ful in any thing that has concern'd me or uy. 
Mag. 3 a ride e am 5585 WAY duty 


and gratitude, and my own e e ON be ever 
your T orttſhip's ſervant.” - A 


Ld. T. Enough Von are N | 
there has been a N el * 


| as concern'd me nearly, that you _ r — 
1 : . 2 
Mask. My Lord ! 


Ld. T. Nay, pr 


3 
9 * 
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natural nephew thus fa 


i. Tap Boy have ben 
to His ious de 
i her good na NE 


it as long as Was o6Mble;-bat he nnd ſe in i | 
 \lainy; that ſhe has told me even ys N 
diſſuading him, though ) bend once Seal 
ddered him from foreing Mer... * 
Ms. 23 Lack, L ca "You an 
17 2 4 is an occaſion in whiely Tec nor 
D en a bat us; 
T. IEnow woe bent wer 
as well that 3 d ue ing in. 
Mask. 1 I was in h 


1 
* 


Ld. T. Say on 
3 r T think 17 frenzy in- 
creaſes ally 


opes it hal ect 
ful keat that might have ſoon boil'd over — 
MAsk. | have gothing mr to ſay ay, m 8 f 
But to expre 
Ld. T e Bix ve lie but ANF of it, ocular 
39 5 hat 4 way juſtify, wy. dealing with hi mn the 


"i 2 m Fortuhes, | 
MARE: 'O'm 1 1 1 ls at 7s 7 
ELS 1 Work t ws mien as. 
ers ? have prot c Wee cet 3 Ky" 


as 7 x o * — d. T. 
% a Fs — 92 = \ 7; i ” w& + Ld. : 
c 4 ob : ; X 
* y © \ a 
. - 


ww. Y;. 0 LM ESE DO. An 


| dee opeging them Lady Tovenwoon's Ohanter 


NI 2414 l 
Mx. AY hear? n.m aunt keep touch with her 
aſſignation. that her Lord were but 0 * 
f behind this h with che of | | 
what I ſhall ſee—hilt, 1 . Little * 
| r ready to ſpriiig u er 
| er [Gees Goes behind the 2 
488 | | 1990 1 "* 
an &\ * 5 C 'E N E XVI. * 1 
e, 25 3 K 51351 r 54" Ni ts 


not prevent th our of love, outſtays che time; * 


ar 2 
Tue Dovsit DATE. 0 
VLA PT*He'is your friend, and what am 17 f 
Mas. I am anſwered. 2 
Ld. T. Fear not his dipleal; I will put x you 
out of his, and fortune's. r, and 8 — art 
8 honeſt, I ecure thy fidelity to him, 
e my honour never to own any diſcovery that 


_ CEE enk. me. n you give. me” a demonſtra- 


om I widh 1 could not To be ain, my Lord, 
I 555 this ev'ning to have try d a ments to 
7 a deſign, e baer el 
ber eed .to haye informed le WP or 
that a 
"I thank cy you... What is the villain's p 
* has owp'd, nothing to me of * e, = 
pou mean nom, is only a bare ſuſpicion of my own, 
f your Lordſh — os meet me a quarter of an hour 
175 e Nee by my aner 
io tell you mere. 
IJ will, 
18 Mr makes me do a 
T7 1498 * 
Ae ſecret, a and reward! bur honeſty 
Ma ik 4am and you, ed e 
_— dal 4A 1 > . er 
0 aol. hs C. E N E e 0 04'7 BJ 
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 Mziizronr folus, . 
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'* Lady Toycnuwoon, 


vs eight a clock: methinks I ſhould 


* Tepe. have found him here. Who does 
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of negledt. 


D | 


8 CE. N E EVIL... 


Lady e ; 
MELLEFONT. RE 


Masx. Confeſs you de ee 2 
you here before me; 1 Sus tis fit I tho 
be ſtill n ſtill to be mote and more in- 
debted to your N 
L. Tovcn. 2 can dcn a fault too well, not to 
hone 1 to blame—A ready anſwer thews you wert 
ASK, Guilt is ever at a loſs, and mean waits 
upon it; when innocence and bold truth are always 
ready for expreſhon— 
L. Toven. Not in love; words are the weak 


_ of cold indifference 3 ; love has no language 20 
Masx. Exceſs of j joy has made” rhe ſtupid ! Thu 


may my lips be ever clos'd. [ Kiſſes her.] And thus— 
Oh who would not loſe his U condition to 
have jo ve Joys above it ? 3 | . 
ouch. Hold, let me lock the door firſt. | 
+; | Goes to the dur. 
Moo ode) ] Thit I believ'd; "was well I left 
A , . 1 . | 
o — 5 < wer PN 4 ? 
| Ask. ma all dur pleaſures and ſo- 
| ere as this kiſ - Dy be, 
3 Mer. And may al erexchery be thu diſcover'd. 
h L. Toven. Ah! ; [ [ — 
Mx L. Villain! A Ts + [Offers 1 draw. 


Mask. Nay then, there' $ bot one way. ¶ Runs out, 


to be dully punQual, is too flow. —I was ne you 
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An: 
n 
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s CEN E Vm. 
Lady Tovcuwoonp, MELLEPFONT. | 


MzrL, , you ſo, were you provided for an 
: - eſcape ? Hold, Madam, you have no more 
holes to your burough, Plt tand between you and this 


. Tovcn. Thunder ftrike thee dead for this deceit, 
immediate gh ning blaſt thee, me and the whole 
world —Oh! I could rack myſelf, play the vulture vo 
my own heart, and gnaw it piece-meal, for not boding 
to me this misfortune. * * 

Mr. Be patient— 
L. Toycn. Be damn'd. , 4+ 
Mer. Confider I have you on the hook; you will 
by. Kapader yourſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs my 
riſoner. 
L. Tovcn. Pll hold my breath and die, but I' 
be free. | | aa 
Mr. O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd, 


I doubt you have ſome unrepented fins that may hang 
| heavy, and retard your flight. 


L. Tovcn. O! what ſhall I do? fay ? Whither 
ſhall T turn ? Has hell no remedy ? 

Mr. None, hell has ſerv'd you ey'n as heav'n has 
done, left you to yourſelf, —Yow're, in a kind of Eraſe 
mus paradiſe ; yet if you pleaſe you may make it a 
3 F. with à little penance and ** ahſo - 
_ wigs Py — 1 3 

. OUCH, . my- paſſion » a 
fall a little thou ſwelling heart; 74 me have ſome. in. 
termiſſion of this rage, and one minutes ebolneſs/ to 
fliſſemble. e She weehs, 
MTL. You have been to blame. like thoſe tears, 


and hope the of the pureſt kind penitential tears, 
os * p pe 


. Toven. O the ſcene was ſhifted quick before 
me—1 had not time to think —I was ſurpriſed to ſee a 
monſter in the glaſs, and now I find tis my ſelf; can 
you have merey to forgive the faults I have imagin'd, 

ut never put in practice -O conſider, confider how 

fatal you have been to me, you have already kill'd the 

quiet of this life, The love of you, was the firſt 
= | . wWiand'ring 
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wand' ring fire that e' er miſled my ſteps, and while l 
had only that in view, I was betray'dyinto Wa 
of ways of ruin. 

Mn. May I belieyc this true? 

L. ; pena O be not cruelly — can 
Jeu daubt theſe ſtreaming eyes? Keep che ſevereſt e ops 
oer all my future conduct; and if I once relapſe, 
me not hope forgivenets, 7twill ever be in your power 
to ruin me—My Lord ſhall fign to your deſires; I will 
myſelf create your Cynthia ſhall be 
— night your bride=Do but conceal my failings, 
and foxgiye. 

Mex... Upon fuck terms I wil beever yours i in ev 'ry 


Way. 


. * 


SCENE xIx. 


Mun * introduces Lord Tovenwoop, 
and retires. | 


. 


: 92 


r xk. F Have kept my word, he's ber, but] mat 
not be ſeen, 1 7 


3 © E'N E i 


Lady Tovenrwoop, Lord Tovek woo, 
| 1 „ „ 4 aer | 

14. T. ELL and atirazement; ſhe's int tears. 
L. T. | Kneeling} Eternal bleflings thank 
Im Lord liſt ning ener- id 
me all, all! all's my own ! [44 {/ide. 
Mz. Nay, I beſeech you riſe. 


_mw 7 loud] Never, never ! Tu grow: to the 


Ab bots nick beneath it, e'er I'll be con- 


| ting to ſo damn a fin as inceſt! unnatural inceſt 


„Mx. Ha! | 
L. T. O W you not ler me go—Tlt 


_ all that's * heav'n yup No not r 


york Demuatices | bo 0 
14. T. Monſter, dog! 1 . ſhall es e- 
3 ROS is eld by Lady Ae: 715A 


T. 


J 
1 
| 
T 
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L. T. O heav'ns, my Lord! Hold, bold, for 
heav'n's lake. in we + Holzen! 

Mur. Confuſion, my unele! O the damn'd ſor- 
cereſs. g - 17.611 15 Ane #615} 
L. T. Moderate your rage, good my Lord! He's 
mad, alas he's m indeed he is, my Lord, and 
knows not what he does See how wild he looks. 

Mr. By heav'n *twere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and 
ſee ſuch witchcraft, 

L. T. My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 

Ld. T. Hence from my ſight, thou living infamy 
to my name; when next | fee that face, P11 write vil- 
lain in't with my ſword's point. 

ML. Now, by my ſoul, I will not go 'till L hav 
made known my wrongs—Nay, till I have. made 
known yours, which (if ſible) are greater—though 

the has all the hoſt of hell her ſervants. 

L. T. Alas he raves! talks very poetry! For hea- 
v'n's ſake away, my Lord, he'll pro fa tempt you to ex 
travagance, or commit ſome himſelf. 
| Mer. Death and furies, will you not hear me 
Why by heav'n ſhe laughs, 'grins, points to your 
back; ſhe forks out cuckoldom with her fingers, and 
you're running horn-mad after your fortune. 
f As ſhe is going ſhe turns back and ſmiles at him. 

Ld. T. I fear he's mad indeed—Let's fend Maſk- 
well to htm. 3 | 
NM. Send him to her. | 8 4 
IL. T. Come, come, good my Lord, my heart akes 
{o, I ſhall faint if I ſtay. J 


1 


1 


eee 
MELLEFONT alone. 


Mer. O I could curſe my ſtars, fate, and chance; 
| all cauſes and accidents of fortune in this 
life! but to what purpoſe ? Yet, ſdeath, for a man to 
have the fruit of all his induſtry grow full-and. ri 
ready to drop into his mouth, and juſt wh he holds 
out his hand to gather it, to have a ſudden whirlwind 
come, tear up tree and all, and bear away, the very 
root and foundation of his hopes ; what, temper ca 
contain ? They talk of ſending Malkwell R 
n 5 mr - never: 


m 
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never had more need of him But what can he do: 
Imagination cannot form a fairer and more plauſible 
than this of his which has miſcarried O m 
precious aunt, I ſhall never N without I deal witl 
the devil, or another woman. 

Women like flames have a ten 

Ne'er to be * l they * . 


„59 
. 2 
ts * 4 
7 
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| Lady 1 and 1 f 
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AST not ze” 7 

Mask. Lucky! fortune is ESR owns, and 

*tis her intereſt ſo to be; by heay'n I believe 

you 2 controul her e the fears it; though 


IIs my 4 *rwas your own art that 
OF r'd to advantage 


— * my Lord, I ye he's coming to find you, 
Pl or be es F Eb * 


ire Tovenwoop. *; 


TI c E * E I. 
2 25:12 dae ( | 
Bs is. Np Mv, alone. * + ' 


Wax: TY I durſt not own my er 
Lord, though it ſucceeded well for her 
for the have ſufßected x defign which 1 ſhould 
have _ 7 N to © he den how rd is. Anne mt 
— et he ts 5 - 
r Win del. l 
| rag . s EN E 


is true 4 mi t have been my 1 SIO) 
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rr 


[To him) Lord Toon woop. 


MASK. HAT have I done? 
| Ld. T. Talking to himſelf ! 

Mask. Twas honeſt—and ſhall I be rewarded for 
it? No, 'twas honeſt, therefore I ſhan't ;—nay, rather 
therefore I ought not ;—for it rewards itſelf. | 

Ld. T. Unequall'd virtue ! . [Afage. 

MAsk. But ſhould it be known! then I have loſt a 
friend! he was an ill man, and I have gain'd; for half 
myſelf I lent him, and that I have recall'd; ſo I have 
ſerved myſelf, and what is yet better, I have ſerved a 
worthy lord to whom I owe myſelf. 

Ld T. Excellent man ! | Afade. 

Masx. Yet I am wretched——O there is a ſecret 
burns within this breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze. 
forth, would ruin all, conſume my honeſt character, 
and brand me with the name of villain. | 

Ld. T. Ha! | | 

Mask. Why do love! Yet heav'n and my wak- 
ing conſcience are my witneſſes, I never gave one 
working thought a vent; which might diſcover that I 
lov'd, nor ever muſt ; no, let it prey upon my heart; 
for I would rather die, than ſeem once, 4 ſeem, 
diſnoneſt:— O, ſhould it once be known TI love fair 
Cynthia, all this that I have done would look like ri- 
val's malice, falſe friendſhip to my Lord, and baſe 
ſelf-intereſt. Let me periſh firſt, and from this hour 
avoid all fight and ſpeech, and, if I can, all thought 
of that pernicious beauty. Ha ! but what is my diſ- 
traction doing? I am wildly talking to myſelt, and 
ſome ill chance might have directed malicious ears this 
way. | [ Seems to ſtart, ſeeing-my Lord, 

T. Start not——let guilty and diſhoneſt ſouls 
ſtart at the revelation of their thoughts, but be thou 
fix'd, as is thy virtue. 8 

Masx. I am confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's 
pardon for thoſe free diſcourſes which | have had with 
myſelf, | 

Ld. T. Come, I beg your pardon that I overheard 
you, and yet it ſhall not nced——Honeſt Maikwell} * 

Vor. I, X WE. - 


5Y WV "5 wy _ - 
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my and my good genius led me hither Mine, in that 
J have diſcover'd ſo much manly virtue; thine, in that 
thou ſhalt have due reward of all thy worth. Give 
me thy hand——my nephew 1s the alone remainin 

branch of all our ancient family; him I thus blow 
away, and conſtitute thee in his room to by my heir— 

Masx. Now heav'n forbid— 

Ld. T. No more I have reſolv'd— The writings 
are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be 8 u, 
and have his name inſerted - Vours will fill the blank 
as well—I will have no reply Let me command this 
time; for *tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume autho- 
rity—hereafter, you ſhall rule where I have power. 

/asx. I humbly would petition— : | 

Ld. T. Is't for yourſelf ? [ Maſk. pauſes] I'Il hear 
of nought for any body elſe. 8 8 55 

Masx. Then witneſs heav'n for me, this wealth 
and honour was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build 
my fortune on another's ruin : I had but one defire— 

14. T. Thou ſhalt enjoy it —If all I'm worth in 
wealth or intereft can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe is thine.— 
I'm ſure Sir Paul's conſent will follow fortune; I'll 
quickly ſhow him which way that is going. 

Masx. You oppreſs me with bounty; my gratitude 
id weak, and ſhrinks beneath the weight, and cannot 
riſe to thank you-—What, enjoy my love! Forgive 
the tranſports of a bleffing ſo unexpected, ſo unhop'd 
for, ſo unthought of! r 

Ld. T. I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 


s e EN E IV. 
MASEKwE L T alone. 


MasK. HIS is proſp'rous indeed—Why let him 

find me out a villain, ſettled in poſ- 
ſeſſion of a fair eſtate, and full fruition of my love, 
I'Il bear the railings of a loſing gameſter—Bur ſhou'd 
he find me out before ! *tis dangerous to delay—Let 
me think—ſhou'd my Lord proceed to treat openly of 
my marriage with Cynthia, all muſt be diſcover'd, 
and Mellefont can be no longer blinded. It muſt not 
be; nay, ſhou'd my Lady know it——ay, then _ 
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fine work indeed! Her fury would ſpare nothing, 
tho' ſhe involv'd herſelf in ruin. No, it muſt be by 
ſtratagem— I muſt deceive Melle font once more, and 

et my Lord to conſent to my priyate management. 
He comes opportunely—Now will I, in my old way, 
diſcover the whole and real truth of the matter to bim, 
that he may not ſuſpe& one word on't. 


No maſk like open truth to cover lies, 
As to go naked is the beſt diſguiſe. 


6:08! MW ES VF; 
[ To him]! MELLEFONT. 


MEL. O MASKWELL, what hopes? I am con- 
founded in a maze of thoughts, each lead- 
ing into one another, and all ending in perplexity. 
uncle will not ſee, nor hear me. 
Ask. No matter, Sir, don't trouble your head, 
all's in wy power, | 

ML. How! for heav'n's ſake ? 

Masx. Little do you think that your aunt has kept 
her word—How the devil ſhe wrought my Lord into 
this dotage, I know not ; but he's gone to Sir Paul 
about my marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed 
me his heir. 8 

MEL. The devil he has! What's to be done? 

Mask. Ihave it, it muſt be by ſtratagem: for it's 
in vain to make application to him. I think I have 
that in my head that cannot fail ; where's Cynthia ? 

MEL. In the garden, | 

Masx. Let us go and conſult her, my life for 
yours, I cheat my Lord. 


S-/C 5 N, & - Vh 


Lord Toucuwoop, Lady Toucuwoop. 


\ 
L. ASKWELL your heir, and marry 
Cynthia! | . 
Ld. T, I cannot do too much, for ſo much merit. 
L. T. But this is a thing of too great moment to 
= 
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be ſo ſuddenly reſolv' d. Why Cynthia? Why muſt 
he be marry'd ? Is there not reward — in raiſing 
his low fortune, but he muſt mix his blood with mine, 
and wed my niece ? How know you that my brother 
will conſent, or ſhe? Nay, he himſelf perhaps may 

have affections otherwhere. | 

Ld. T. No, I am convinc'd he loves her. 

L. T. Maſkwell love Cynthia, impoſſible ! 

Ld. T. I tell you, he confeſs'd it to me. 

L. T. Confuſion ! How's this! LAſid.. 

Ld. T. His humility long ſtifled his paſſion: and 
his love of Mellefont would have made him ſtill con- 
ceal it. But by encouragement, I wrung the ſecret 
from him; and know he's no way to be rewarded but 
in her. I'll defer my farther proceedings in it, till 


ou have confider'd it; but remember how we arc 
th indebted to him. | 


SCENE VI. 


Lady Tovcnwoop alone. 


L. T. Be indebted to him! Ves, we are both 
i indebted to him, if you knew all, villain! 
Oh, I am wild with this ſurprize of treachery : it is 
impoſſible, it cannot be. e love Cynthia ! What 
have I been bawd to his deſigns, his 3 only, a 
baiting place! Now I ſee what made him falſe to Viel. 
le font Shame and diſtraction! I cannot bear it, oh! 
what woman can bear to be a property? To be kindled 
to a flame, only to light him to another's arms; oh! 
that I were fire indeed, that I might burn the vile trai- 
tor. What ſhall I do? how ſhall I think? I cannot 
think—All my defigns are loſt, my love unſated, my 
revenge unfniſh'd, and freſh cauſe of fury from un- 
thooght of plagues. 


SCENE VIIL 
IT her] Sir PAv L. 


Sir Paz. MIA AM, ſiſter, my lady fiſter, did 


you ſee my lady my wife ? 
L. T. Oh! torture! * 


Sir PAUL. 


lid 


IL. 
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Sir PAUL. Gads- bud, I can't find her high nor low; 
where can ſhe be, think you? ou 34 

L. T. Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your ſex 
ought to be ſerv'd; making you a beaſt, Don't you 
know that you're a fool, brother ? 

Sir PAuL. A fool; he, he, he, you're merry—No, 
no, not I, I know no ſuch matter.. 

L. T. Why then you don't know half your hap- 

ineſs. — 

; Sir PAUL. That's a jeſt with all my heart, faith 
and troth—But harkee, my Lord told me ſomething 
of a revolution of things; I don't know what to make 
on't—Gads-bud, I muſt conſult my wife, —he talks of 
diſinheriting his _—_— ; and I don't know what 
Look you, ſiſter, I muſt know what my girl has to 
truſt to; or not a ſyllable of a wedding, gads-bud— 
to ſhew you that I am not a fool. | 

L. T. Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this 
marriage, and the promoting any other, without con- 
ſulting me, and ÞIl renounce. all blood, all relation 
and concern with you for ever——nay, PH be your 
enemy, and purſue you to deſtruction, Pll tear your 
eyes out, and tread you under my feet.— 

Sir Paul. Why, what's the matter now? Good 
lord, what's all this for? Pooh, here's a joke indeed 
— Why, where's my wife? . 

L. ＋. With Careleſs in the cloſe arbour; he may 
want you by this time, as much as you want her. 

Sir PAUL. O, if ſhe be with Mr. Careleſs tis well 
enough, '''! 554 18 | 

L. T. Fool, fot, inſenſible ox! But remember what 
I faid to you, or you had better eat your own horng, 
by this light you had. C Genn 

Sir PAUL. You're a paſſionate woman, gads . bud 
But to ſay truth, all our family are choleric; I am 
the only peaceable perſon amongſt em. BT” 1 


- 


MELLEFONT, MASKWELL, and'CyNTHIA. 


T.# 


Mer. I Know no other way but this he Ras pro- 


| pos'd; if you have love enough t&rin the 
venture. ' $44 2 . 5 1 „l 13 [+ 


CynrT. 
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. CynT. I don't know whether I have love enough, 
but I find I have obſtinacy enough go purſue what- 
ever I have once reſolv'd; and a true female courage 
to oppoſe any thing that reſiſts my will, tho? *twere 
reaſon itſelf, 

Masx. That's right—Well, I'll ſecure the wri- 
tings, and run the hazard along with you. 

>YNT. But how can the coach and fix horſes be got 
ready without ſuſpicion ? 

Ask. Leave it to my care; that ſhall be ſo far 
from being ſuſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my 
Lord's own order. 

MEL. How? 

Masx. Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole 
matter of our contrivance, that's my way. 

MEL. I don't underſtand you. 

Masx. Why, I'll tell my Lord I laid this plot with 
you, on purpoſe to betray you; and that which put 
me upon it, was, the finding it impoſſible to gain the 
lady any other way, but in the hopes af her marrying 

0u.— 

MEL; so . 

MAsx. So, a ſo, while you're bufied in makin 
yourſelf ready, Plt wheedle her into the coach; — 
inſtead of you, botrow my Lord's chaplam, and fo 
run away with her myſelf. NET 

MEL. Ol conceive you, you'll tell him ſo? _ 

Mask. Tell him ſo! ay; why you don't think [ 
mean to do ſo? _ | 

MEL. No, no; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt not. 

MAsk. Therefore for our farther ſecurity, I would 
have you diſguis'd like a parſon, that if my Lord 
ſhould have curioſity to peep, he may not diſcover 
you in the coach, but-think the cheat is carried on as 

e would have it. | 

MEr. Excellent Maſkwell! thou wert certainly 
meant for a ſtateſman or a Jeſuit—but thou art too 
honeſt for one, and too pious for the other. 

Masx. Well, get yourſelves ready, and meet me 
in half an hour, yonder in my Lady's dreffſing- room; 

by the back-ftairs, and ſo we may flip down with- 
out being obſery'd.—T'1l ſend the chaplain to you with 
his robes; I have made him my own—and order'd 
him to meet us to-morrow morning at St. Alban's; 
| 3 there 


\ 
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there we will ſum up this account, to all our ſatiſ- 
factions. | 


MEL. Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I 


ſhould waſte the little time we have. 


8 N 


CVYVNTHIA, MASKWELE. 


MAsk. 8 you will be ready? 


nute. 


MAsk. Stay, I have a doubt 


CynT. I will be punctual to the mi- 
[ Going. 
Upon tecond 


thoughts, we had better meet in the chaplain's cham- 
ber here, the corner chamber at this end of the gallery, 
mere is a back way into it, ſo that you need not come 


through this door—and a pair of private ſtairs leading 


down to the ſtables—It will be more convenient. 


CynT. I am guided by you—but Mellefont will 


miſtake. 


Mask. No, no, I'll after him immediately, and 


tell him. 


CynT. I will not fail. 


MAsk. 


EN XI. 
MASsKWE L L alone, 


HY, gui vult decipi decipiatur.— Tis 
no fault of mine, I have told 'em in 


plain terms, how eaſy tis for me to cheat em; and if 

they will not hear the ſerpent's hiſs, they muſt be 

ſtung into experience, and future caution Now to 

prepare my Lord to conſent to this But firſt I muſt 

inſtruct my little Levite; there is no plot, public or 

private, that can expect to _ without one of 
e 


them has a finger in't, he promi 


d me to be within 


at this hour Mr. "EI Mr. Saygrace. 


Goes to the chamber door and knocks, 


SCENE 
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TS CEN E XE 


MASK WELL, SAYGRACE. 


SAYGRACE (NM WEET Sir, I will but pen the laſt 
| looking —_ line of an acroſtic, and be with you 
in the twinkling of an ejaculation, in the pronouncing 
of an amen, or before you can— 

Mask. Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong 
the time, by deſcribing to me the ſhortneſs of your 
ſtay; rather if you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your 
wit, and let us talk about our bufineſs, it ſhall be 
tithes 1n your way. 

SAYG. | Enters | You ſhall prevail, I would break 
off in the middle of a ſermon to do you a pleaſure. 

- Masx. You could not do me a greater, —except— 
the buſineſs in hand—Have you provided a habit for 
Mellefont ? 

SA. I have, they are ready in my chamber, to- 
gether with a clean ſtarch'd band and cuffs. 

Mask. Good, let them be carry'd to him, —have 
you ſtich'd the gown ſleeve, that he may be puzzled, 
and waſte time 1n putting it on ? | | 

SAYG. I have; the gown will not be indued with- 
out perplexity. : 

Masx. Meer me in half an hour here in your own 
chamber. When Cynthia comes let there be no light, 
and do not ſpeak, at ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you 
from NMellefont. l'll urge haſte, to excuſe your 
flence. . | 

. SAYG. You have no more commands? 

Mask. None, your text is ſhort. 

SAYG. But pithy, and I will handle it with diſ- 
cretion. 


Masx. It will be the firſt you have fo ſerv'd. 


020-162-381. 


Lord Touchwoop, MASKWELL. 


Ld. T. CURE I was born to be controlled by thoſe 
I ſhould command: my very ſlaves will 

ſhortly: give me rules how I ſhall govern _— 
& Ask. 
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Masx. I am concern'd to ſee your Lordſhip diſ- 
compos'd.— "ee 

Ld. T. Have you ſeen my wife lately, or diſoblig'd 
her? 

MAsk. No, my Lord. What can this mean! [ Aſide. 

Ld. T. Then Mellefont has urg'd ſomebody to in- 
cenſe her Something ſhe has heard of you which car- 
ries her beyond the bounds of patience. 

Mass. This I fear'd. * Did not your Lord- 
thip tell her of the honours you deſign'd me? 

d. T. Tes. | a 
MAsk. Tis that; you know my Lady has a hi 
ſpirit, ſhe thinks I am —— : F T2” gh 

Ld. T. Unworthy ! 'tis an ignorant pride in her to 
think ſo—Honefty to me is true nobility. However, 
*tis my will it thall be fo, and that ſhou'd be convin- 
By heav'n, I'll not 
be wife-ridden ; were it poflible, it ſhould be done 
this night. | | 

Mask. By heav'n he meets my wiſhes. [ A/ide.] 
Few things are impoſſible to willing minds. 

Ld. T. Inftro& me how this may be done, you 
ſhall ſee I want no inclination. 

Mas. I had laid a ſmall deſign for to-morrow (as 
love will be inventing) which I thought to communi- 
_ to your Lordſhip—But it may be as well done to- 
night. 

d. T. Here's company Come this way, and tell 


me. 
! S EN E XIV. 
| CARELESS and CYNTHIA. 


CARE. IS not that he, now gone out with my Lord? 

Ern, Yah ....... | | 
CARE. By heav'n there's treachery—The confuſion 
that I faw your father in, my Lady Touchwood's 
paſſion, with what imperfectly I over-heard between 
my Lord and her, confirm me in my fears, Where's 
Mellefont ? 


 CynrT. Here he comes, 


Vol. I, 3 SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 
[To them.] MEzLLEFAXT, x 
' Ovnr. Da Maſkwell tell ya any thing of the 


chaplain's chamber 

MEL. No; my dear, will you get ready—the thin 

are all in my chamber; I want nothing but the habi, 
ARE, You are betray'd, and Maſkwell is the yil- 

lain I NN thought him. | 

CynT. When you were gone, he ſaid his mind was 
chang'd, and bid me meet him in the chaplain's room, 
pretending immediately ta follow you, and give you 
notice. ert 
ppg eb a | a2 05 LA og 

CARE. There's Sa ce trippin with a bundle 
under his arm—He — be ignorant that Maſkwell 
_—_ ta uſe his chamber ; let's fpllow and examine 
him. | 
MET. Tis loſs of time—I cannot think him falſe, 


SCENE Ruf. 


 CynTHia, Lord ToucHwopn., 


CrynT. Lord muſing ! 
Ld. T. He has a quick invention, if 
this were ſuddenly defign'd—Yet he ſays he had pre- 
par'd my chaplain already. 
CynT. How's this ! Now I fear indeed. 
Ld. T. Cynthia here! Alone, fair couſin, and me- 
: lancholy ? 
 CynT. Your Lordſhip was thoughtful. 
Ld. T. My thoughts were on ſerious buſineſs, ng 
worth your hearing, _ p 
CyXT. Mine were on treachery concerning you, 
and * be worth your hearing. 5 
Ld. T. Treachery concerning me! pray be plain 
Hark! What noiſe ! 8 5 


G Oo 


Mask. 


21 
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Mask. [within] Will you not hear me? 

L. T. [within] No, monſter; traytor ! No. 

CynT. My Lady and Maſkwell! this may be lucky 
—My Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand behind this 
ſcreen, and liſten; perhaps this chance may give you 
proof of what you ne'er could have believ'd from my 
ſuſpicions; | 


«$3.06. N, £.- 


Lady Tovenwoop with a dagger, Masxwer i: Cena 
THIA and Lord ToucHwoop abſcond, liſtening; 


L. T. Vo want but leiſute to invent freſh falſs 
hood, and ſooth me to a fond belief of all 
your fictions 3 but I will ſtab the lie that's forming in 
your heart, and fave a fin; in pity to your ſoul: 
Mask. Strike then—ſince you will have it ſo. 
L. T. Ha! a ſteady villain to the laſt ! 
Masx. Come, why do you dally witli me thus? 
L. T. Thy ftubborn temper ſhocks nie, and you 


knew eit would—this is cuaning all, and not courage; 


ho, I know thee well: but thou ſhalt miſs thy aim. 
Masx. Ha, ha, ha: : | 
L. T. Ha! Do you mock my rage? Then this 
ſhall puniſh your fond, raſh contempt ! Again ſmile ! 
f [ Goes to ſtrite. 
And ſuch a ſmile as ſpeaks in ambiguity ! | 
Ten thouſand meanings lurk in each cotner of that 
* various face. 
O! that they were written in thy heart, . 
That I, with this, might lay thee open to my ſight! 
But then *twill be too late to know-— 
ou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn my 
rage; too well thou know'ſt my jealous ſoul cou'd ne- 
ver bear uncertainty. Speak then, and tell me Vet 
are you ſilent? Oh, I am wilder'd in_all paſſions! 
But thus my anger melts. [eps] Here, take this 
poniard, for my very ſpirits faint, and I want ſtrength 
to hold it, thou haſt diſarm'd my ſoul. | Gives the dagger. 
Ld. T. Amazement ſhakes me—— Where will this 


end ? - | | 


Y a 23 
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MasK. So, *tis well——let your wild fury have a 


vent ; and when you have temper, tell me. 
L. T. Now, now, now 1 am calm, and can hear 


ou. 

MAsk. [ Afide.] Thanks, my invention; and now 
have it for yon. —Firſt tell me what urg'd you to 
this violence? For your paſſion broke in ſuch imper · 
fe terms, that yet I am to learn the cauſe. 

L. T. My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the 
news, you were to marry Cynthia — That you had 
own'd your love to him, and his indulgence would 
aſſiſt you to attain your ends. 

CynT. How, my Lord! 

Ld. T. Pray forbear all refentments for a while, 
and let us hear the reſt. 

Masx. I grant you in appearance all is true; E 
feem'd conſenting to my Lord; nay, tranſported with 
the bleffing—But could you think that I, who had 
been happy in your lov'd embraces, could e'er be fond 
of an interior {lavery ? 

Ld. T. Ha! O poiſon tomy ears! What do hear! 

CyxT. Nay, good my Lord, forbear reſentment, 
let us hear it out. | 

Ld. T. Yes, I will contain, tho” I cov'd burſt. 

 Masx. I that had wanton'd in the rich cirele of 
your world of love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny 
province of a girl? No—Yet tho? I doat on each laſt 
favour more than all the reſt; though } would give a 
limb for every look you cheaply throw away on any 
other object of your love; yet ſo far I prize your 
leaſures o'er my own, that all this ſeeming plot that 
have laid, has been to gratify your taſte, and cheat 
the world, to prove a faithful rogue to you. 
L. T. If this were true—But how can it be? 
MAsk. I have ſo contriv'd, that Mellefont will 
preſently, in the chaplain's habit, wait for Cynthia 
in your dreſfing- room: but I have put the change upon 
her, that, ſhe may be otherwhere employ'd—Do you 
procure her night- gown, and with your hoods tied 
over your face, meet him in her ſtead; you may go 
' privately by the bagk-ftairs, and, unperceiy'd, there 
vou may —_—_ to reinſtate him in his uncle's favour, 
af he'll comply with your defires ; his caſe 1s n 
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and I believe he'll yield to any conditions—If nor, 
here take this; you may employ it better, than in the . 
beart of one who is nothing when not yours, 1. 
* | Gives the Aer 

1. T. Thou can'ſt deceive every body—Nay, thou 
haſt deceiv'd me; but ' tis as I would nnen. 
villain! I could worſhip thee, —— _ - 

MAsk. No more, —It wants but a few minutes ag. 
the time; and Mellefont's love will carry him there 
before his hour. 


L. T. I go, I fly, incomparable Maſkwell ! 


S C E N R 1 


F MASKWELL, CYNTHIA, Lord Toucuwoon. 
a 
{ Masx. (NO, this was a pinch indeed, my invention 
t was upon the rack; and made — 
of her laff plot: I hope Cynthia and my chaplain wi 
l be ready, I'll prepare for the expedition, 
5 
„. 8 N 
f 
v CyNTHIA, and Lord Tove hwoop. 
4 | 
a CynT. OW my Lord ? 
y | Ld. T. Aſtoniſnment binds up my 
Ir 


rage! Villainy upon villainy ! Heav'ns, what a long 
1 track of dark deceit has this diſcover'd! I am con- 
founded when I look back, and want a clue to guide 
me through the various mazes of unheard of treachery. 


My wife ! damnation ! my Hell! 
l CyxT, My Lord, have patience, and be ſenſible 
ia how great our happineſs 1s, that this diſcovery. was not 
IN made too late. 
Ju Ld. T. I thank: you, yet it may be ſtill too late, if 
ed we don't preſently prevent the execution of their 
70 plots ;—ha, Pll do't. Where's Mellefont, my poor 
re njur'd nephew—— How ſhall 1 _ him ample ſa- 
r, tisfaction? 
e, Crxr. I dare anſwer for him. 


ad Ld. T. 
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'Ld. T. I do him freſh wrong to queſtion his fot« 
giveneſs ; for I know him to be all goodneſs—Yet my 
wife! damn her—She'll think to meet him in that 
drefling-room ;—was't not ſo? And Maſkwell will 
expect you in the chaplain's chamber For once T'11 
add my plot too—let us haſte to find out, and inforni 
=y nephew; and do you, quickly as =_ can, bring 
all the company into this gallery. U expoſe the 
ſtrumpet, and the villaip. . h 


SUE MNE XX: 
Lord FRoTH and Sir PAUL, 
Ld. FrxoTn. D heav*ns, I have ſlept an age—Sir 

| Paul, what a clock 1s't ? Paſt eight, 
on my conſcience, ay Lady's 1s the moſt invitin 

couch; and a ſlumber there, is the prettieſt amuſement 
But where's all the company ?— | 

Sir PauL. The company, gads-bud, I don't know, 
my Lord, but here's the ſtrangeſt revolution, all turn'd 
topſy-turvy ; as I hope for providence, 

. FRoTH. O heav'ns, what's the matter? Where's 
my wite ? 
Sir Pau. All turn'd topſy-turvy as ſure as a 

Ld. FRoTHy. How do you mean? My wife! 

Sir Paul. The ſtrangeſt poſture of affairs! 

Ld. Fxorn. What, my wife ? 

Sir Paul.. No, no, I mean the family—Your La- 
dy's affairs may be in a very 2 poſture ; I ſaw her 
go into the garden with Mr. Briſk. 

1 How! where, when, what to do? 

ir PAUL. I ſuppoſe they have been laying their 
heads together. 18 : _ 

— 2 How! bf: , 

ir Paul. Nay, only about poetry, I ſuppoſe, my 
Lord; making — 1 | wm 
Ld: FRoTH. Couplets. 
Sir PAvL. O, here they come. 


SCENE 
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SCENE MM. 
To them | Lady Fork, Brisk. 


BRISK. Y Lord, your humble ſervant; Sir 
Paul, yours—the fineft night ! 

L. FRoTH. My dear, Mr. Briſk and I have been 
ſtar-gazing, I don't know how long, | 
Sir PAUL. Does it not tire your Ladyſhip? Are 
you not weary with looking up ? 

L. FroTH, Oh, no, I love it violently—my dear, 
you're melancholy, | 1 
" Ld. Fxor kg. No, my dear; I'm but juſt awake. 

L. FxoTH. Snuff ſome of my ſpirit of hartſhorn. 

Ld. Fxork. I've ſome of my own, thank you, 

dear. 
K . FRoTH. Well, I ſwear, Mr. Briſk, you under- 
ſtood aſtronomy like an old Egyptian. | 

Bz1isx. Not comparably to your Ladyſhip ; you 
are the very Cynthia of the ſkies, and queen of ſtars. 

L. FRoTn. That's becauſe I have no light, but 
what's by reflection from you, who are the fun, 

Bz1sx. Madam, you have eclips'd me quite, let 
me periſh—I can't anſwer that. | 

L. For. No matter—Hark'ee, ſhall you and I 
make an almanack together ? 

BRIsk. With all my ſqul—Y our Ladyſhip has made 
me the man in't already, I'm ſo full of the wounds 
which you have given. | 
IL. FroTn. O finely taken! I ſwear now you are 
* with me, O Parnaſſus, you have an infinite deal 
of wit. | f | 

Sir PAUL, So he has, gads-bud, and ſo has your. 
Ladyſhip. 


Len © . IN. 
FTo them.] Lady PLYANT, CARELEss, CYNTHIA. 
L. P. OV tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs 
me, who would I — O m 


heart akes for fear they ſhould be all deceitful alike. 
; | | CARE. 


_ OG OD — ORR on On. 
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CARE. Vou need not fear, Madam, you have 
charms to fix inconſtancy itſelf. 

L. P. O dear, you make me bluſh. 

Ld. FxoTH. Come, my dear, ſhall we take leave 
of my Lord and Lady ? 

; CynT. They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently, 


L. FRork. Mr. Briſk, my coach ſhall ſet you 


"rw 
* What's the matter ? 


"FR = en foriek from the corner of the flags. 


2 8 c E NE XXII. 


{To them ] Lad ,Tovecuwoop runs out affighted, 
my .ord after her like a Parſon. | 


. T. O * 15 d.— Save me, help me. 
ow what evafion, Arumpet? 

L. T. Grand od, let me 0 8. 

- Ld. Touch. Go, and thy own infam; y purſue thee, 
—You ftare/as you were all amaz d—1 — t wonder 
1 it. but too ſoon you'll now mine, and. that Wo: 
man 8 ſhame. * 


s or x E the ft 15 


Lord Toucuwoop, Lord Fxorn, Lady bebt, 
Lady PLYANT, Sir PauL, CyxTHIA, MELLE- 
FoxT, MASKWELL; MELLEFoONT diſguiſed in 2 
Parſon's habit and pulling ; in MaskwWwELL. 


MEL. FAY, by heav'n you ſhall be ſeen. One- 

less, our hand ;——do you hold down 

your head? Yes, 1 am your chaplain, look in the 

face of your injur'd friend; thou wonder of a 

falſhood. 

Ld. T. Are you ſilent, monſter ? 

MEI. Good heavy? ns! How I believed and toy 

| 18 
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this man ! — Take him hence, for he's a diſeaſe to my 
fight. 
1.4. T. Secure that manifold villain. 
[ Servants ſeize him. 
| CARE. Miracle of ingratitude ! 
Es BRiIsk. This is all very ſurprizing, let me periſh. 
| L. FRoTH. You know I told you Saturn look'd a 
little more angry than uſual. 
Ld. T. We'll think of puniſhment at leiſure, but 
let me haften to do juſtice, in rewarding virtue and 
wrong'd innocence. —Nephew, I hope I have your par- 
don, and Cynthia's. | 
MEL. We are your Lordſhip's creatures. 
Ld. T. And be each other's comfort; —let me join 
your hands. —— Unwearied nights, and wiſhing days 


a attend you both; mutual love, laſting health, and 
. circling joys, tread round, each happy year of your 
long lives, | | | 


Let ſecret villany from hence be warn'd ; 
Howe'er in private miſchiefs are conceiv'd, 


. Torture and ſhame attend their open birth; 

r Like vipers in the womb, baſe treachery lies, | 
0 Still gnawing that, whence firſt it did ariſe ; | 
1 No — born, but the vile parent dies. 


[ Excunt omnes. 
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SPOKEN BY 
| Mrs. MOUNTPFORD. 


O' D poets but foreſee how plays would take, 
Then they cou'd tell what epilogues to make; 

Whether to thank or blame their audience moſt: 
But that late knowledge does much hazard coſt, J 
Till dice are thrown, there's nothing won, nor loſt. 
So till the thief has ſtoll'n, he cannot know 
Whether he ſhall eſcape the law, or no. 

ut poets run much greater hazards far, 

an they who ſtand their trials at the bar; 
The law provides a curb for it's own fury, 
And ſuffers judges to dite the jury. 
But in this court, what diff rence does appear: 0 
For every one's both judge and j jury here; 
Nay, and what's worſe, an executioner. 
All have a right and title to ſome part, 
Each chufing that in which he has moſt art. 
The dreadful men of learning all confound, 
Unleſs the fable's good, and moral ſound. 
The vizor-maſks, that are in pit and'gallery, 
Approve, or . the rapartee and rallery. 
The lady critics, who are better read, 
Enquire if characters are nicely bred ; EY 
If the ſoft things are penn'd and ſpoke with grace: 
They judge of action too, and time and place; 
In which we do not doubt but they're diſcerning, 
For that” s a kind of aſſiggation learning. 


E PII o G G. k. 


Beaus judge of dreſs; the witlings judge of ſongs; 
The cuckoldom, of anciłnt right, to eits belongs. 
Thus poor poets, the favour are deny'd, 
Even to make exceptions, when they're try'd. 
Tis hard that they muſt ev*ry one admit: 
Methinks I ſee ſome faces in the pit, 
Which muſt of confequenpe be fqgs wit. 
You who can judge, to ſentence may proceed; 
But tho? he cannot write, let him be freed _ 
At leaſt from their contempt, ho oνẽet/ read. 
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Nudus agris, nudus nummis paternis, 
Infanire-parat certa ratione modoque. 


BY 


Mr. WILLIAM CONGREVE, 
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PRIX TED in THE YEAR 1776, 


To the Right Honourable 


r 
EA RL of Dorſet and Middleſex, 
Lord Chamberlain of his Majeſty's Houſhold, 
AND 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 


My Loxzp, 


A Young poet is liable to the ſame vanity and in- 
diſcretion with a young lover ; and the great man 
who ſmiles upon one, and the fine woman who looks 
kindly upon the other, are both of them in danger of 
having the favour ug with the firſt opportunity. 
But there may be a different motive, which will a 
little diſtinguiſh the offenders. For though one fhould 
have a vanity in ruining another's reputation, yet the 
other may only have an ambition to advance his own. 
And I beg leave, my Lord, that T may plead the lat- 
ter, both as the cauſe and excuſe of this dedication. - 


Whoever is king, is alſo the father of his country; 


and as no body can diſpute your Lordſhip's monarchy 
in poetry, ſo all that are concerned, ought to ac- 
knowledge your univerſal patronage : and it 1s onl 
preſenting on the privilege of a loyal ſubje&, that 
ave ventured to make this my addreſs of thanks to 
your Lordſhip ; which, at the ſame time, includes a 
prayer for your protection. 1 
I am not ignorant of the common form of poetical 
dedications, which are generally made up of panegy- 
rics, where the authors endeavour to diſtinguiſh their 
patrons, by the ſhining characters they give them, 
above other men. But that, my Lord, is not my bu- 
ſineſs at this time, nor is your Lordſhip noto to be diſ- 
tinguiſhed. I am contented with the honour I do 
5 a a 2 myſelf 


The DEDICATION. 
myſelf in this epiſtle; without the vanity of attempt. 
ing to add to, or explain your Lordſhip's character. 
1 confeſs it is not without ſome ſtruggling, that 1 
"behave myſelf in this caſe, as I ought _— it is very 
hard to be pleaſed with a ſubje&, and yet forbear it. 
But I chuſe rather to follow Pliny's precept, than his 
example, when in his panegyric to the emperor Tra- 


: 


jan, he ſays, 


Nec minus conſiderabo quid aures ejus pati poſſint, quam quid 
vbirtutibus debeatur. | 

I hope I may be excuſed the pedantry of a quotation, 
when Kis ſo uſt applied. * ſome lines in 
the print, = which your Lordſhip read before this 
play was acted) that were omitted on the ſtage ; and 
particularly one whole ſcene in the third act, which 
not only helps the deſign forward with leſs precipita- 
tion, but alſo heightens the ridiculous character of 
Foreſight, which indeed ſeems to be maimed without 
it. But I found myſelf in great danger of a long play, 
and was glad to help it where I could, Though not- 
withſtanding my care, and the kind reception it had 
from the town, I could heartily wiſh it yet ſhorter : 
but the number of different characters repreſented in 
it, would have been too much crouded in leſs room. 
This reflection on prolixity (a fault, for which 
ſcarce any one beauty will atone) warns me not to be 
tedious now, and detain your Lordſhip any longer 
with the trifles of, . 


My Lozp, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt obedient, 
And moſt humble Servant, 


WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe, 


| By Mr. BEZTERTON, 
HE kuſbebliitin zn 9 W toil, 
] To cultivate each year a hungry foil ; 


And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruit, j 
When what ſhould feed the tree, devours the root : 
Th' unladen bougtis, he fees, bode certain dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplapted to more kindly earth. 
So the any gs of che ſtage; who found 
Fey - bours loſt upon ungrateful ground, 
s laſt and only remedy — prov'd ; 
And hope new fruit — ancient ſtocks remov'd. 
Well may th „hen you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a foil 2 ou * rich have made. 
So from 1 A to man * age, 
rom your we receive this 
The frechem man Was born to, you” -... LY 
| And to our world, ſuch plenty you afford, 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own — 
But fince in Paradiſe frail fleſh e 
And when but two were made, both wk 
Forbear yopr wonder, and the _ forgire,. 
If in gur r family we grie 
One falling dam, and one tem ore Fre, 12 
We who remain, would gratef . 
What dur endeavours can, * — 47, 
Fhe firſt-fruit offering, of a virgin 
We hope there's 8 may pleaſe each taſte, 
And tho? of homely fare we make the feaſt, 
Vet you will find variety at leaſt. 
There's humour, which for chearful friends we wh, 
And for the thanking party there's a plot. 
We've 0 gh: to gratify W nature, 
(It there be t Au tha that is . 
Tho? ſatire Caged dares grin, tis n {6-mild 
Or only ſhews its teeth, as if it mild. 
As aſſes thiftles, tumble .. 
» And dare not. bite, for * of nge *% 
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They 
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They hold their pens, as ſwords are held by _ 
And are afraid to uſe their own edge-tools. 

Since the Plain Dealer's ſcenes of manly rage, 

Not one has dar'd to laſh this ball ce | 

This time, the poet owns the 

Yer hopes there's no ill manners in hie play : 

And he Kah me, he has ag. 9 * 
Affront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his mind. f 
And ſhou'd.th*-enſuing oat, not chance to bit, 3 


He offers but this one excuſe, twas writ 
Before your ep encouragamspt of Wt, 


| Dramaris Perſonz. 85 


u E * ue 


Sir 1485 Lagpan, father to Varrorin Jags gn 


and BEN, 
dnp «> fallen under his father's diſpleaſure by y ) 
. caprobre way of firing, 2 love wich. Av Mr. Betterton. 


— * 0 8 
Scanagy ts end Free u _—— 5 
ATTLE - W vam amours, | 1 

valuing himſelf for ſreteſy, hr Era. rr 


Bx, Sir 84 0 daa fon half home - bred, 

ada a b 2 ll, 4 den marry Miſs Pave, Jun Den. 

Foarmomr, an ee. ey fellow, —_ 4 ** 
poſitive, ayer pretending to- underſtand 

— , palmiſtry, phyſioguot y, omens, — Mr. Sanford. 


- Cc. 1 54M 
-J=xzMY, fſervatit to VALenTine — Mr Bowen. p 
Tx APLAND, afcrivencr,' * | Mr. Triffulis, di 
Buck RAM, a lawyer, | . Mx, Freeman» 

"OP ( — 5 
: | +. WOMEN. As | ar 
AX@2LICA, niece to Foxx $1GHT of a confiderable 
Mrs. Fonzzic HT, ſetond wife to FoarsſGHmT, Mrs. Bowman. 
Mrs. FaaiL aller to/Mrs, FoRz8TGar, 2 woman of 

A * 1 0 Bure bany. le 
Miſs Pau, ter to Fon Esten » former g 
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1 Lale ci 
A Steward, ode Sailis, and ſeveral Senad, 
wb SCENE in LONDON 2 
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ACT I. SCENE. I. 


VALENTINE in his Chamber reading. Jeneny 
p | Waiting. - 


Several Books upon the Table, 
| VALENTINE, 
EREMY. 


R. Sir. e 13 
For. Here take away; I'll walk a turn, and 
digeſt what I have read 
Jun, You'll grow deviliſh fat upon. this paper 
diet. Ale and taking away the boot. 


VAI. And d'ye — II you to breakfaſt— There's 
2 page doubled own in Epi 


an emperor, 


fetus, that 1s a feaſt for 


IxR. Was Epietus a real cook, or did he only 
write receipts ? 


Var. Read, read, firrah, and refike your appetite ; - 
learn to live up on irftru&ion ; feaſt your mind, and 


mortify your 4 read, and take your nouriſhment 


in at N eyes; ſhut up your mouth, and che w the 
cud of ' underſtanding. So Epictetus adviſes. 40 


Je. O lord! I have heard much of him, when I 
waited ypon a- gentleman at Cambridge: pray ur x 


was that picked 2 
VAI. A very rich man—not worth a groat. 7 
Tam 


_ 


whom you naturally 


' that car? 


356 | Love for Love. 


Jer, Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine feaſt 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 
VAX. Yes, | 

© Jxx, Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably under- 
ſtand this fine feeding: but if you pleaſe, I had ra- 


ther be at board wages. Does your Epictetus, or your 


Seneca here, or any of theſe poor rich rogues, teach 
you how tg pay your debts without money ? Will 
They ſhut up the mouths of your creditors? Will 
Plato be bail for you? or Diogenes, becauſe he un- 
derftands confinement, and liv'd in a tub, go to priſon 


for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew 


yourſelf up here with three or four muſty books, in 


commendation of ſtarving and poverty? 
VAL. Why, firrah, I have no money, you know 


it; and therefore 'reſolve to rail at all that have: and 


in that I but. follow the examples of the wiſeſt and 
wittieſt men in all age: ; theſe poets and philoſophers 
te, for juſt ſuch another reaſon; 

becauſe they abound in ſenſe, ou are a fool. 
Jer. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I know it: and yet, 
heav'n help me, I'm poor eno to be a wit But! 
was always a fool, when I told you what your ex- 
nces would bring you to.; your coaches and your 
— : your treats and your balls; your being in 
love with a lady, that did not care a farthing for you 
in your 8 „and keeping company with pits 
fox nothing but your proſperity ; and pow 
when you are poor, hate you as much 35 they do one 


* 
8 


another, N 
VAL. Well, and now I am poor, I have an oppor- 
tunity to be reveng'd on them all; Pll purſue Ange · 


lica with more love than ever, and appear more noto- 
riouſly her admirer in this reſtraint, than when J 
openly rival'd the rich fops, that made court to her; fo 


ſhall my poverty be a mortification to her pride, and 
perhaps, make her compaſſiqnate the love, which has 
prineipally reduꝰ d me to thię lowneſs of fortune. And 
for the wits, I'm ſure | am in a condition to be even 
n . TED IEA 

ER. Nay, your condition is even with their's, 
that's the — on't. IRR yo 


72. van I'll take ſome. of their trade out of their 
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Iren. Now heav'n of mercy continue the tax upon 


paper; you don't mean to write! : 
: "bY Yes, I do; I'll write a play: 

Je. Hem !—Sir, if you pleaſc to give me a ſmall 
certificate of three lines—only to certify thote, whom 


it may concern; that the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch 


by name, has for. the ſpace of ſeven yeats truly and 


faithfully ſerv'd Valentine Legend, eſq; and that he 


is not now turn'd away for any miſdemeanour ; but 
does voluntarily diſmiſs his maſter from any future 
authority over him—= > 1 N 
VAL. No, ſirrah, yon ſhall live with me till. 
Jer. Sir, it's 1mpofſible——I may die with you, 


ſtarve with you, or be damn'd with your works: but 


to live, even three days, the life of a play, I no more 
expect it, than to be canoniz'd for a muſe, after my 
deceaſe. Dp 

VAL. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want 
your help.;—Þ'll have you learn to make couplets, to 
tag the ends of acts: dye hear, get the maids to 
crambo in an evening, and learn the knack of rhim- 
ing, you may arrive at the height of a ſang, ſent by an 


unknown hand, or a chocolate-houſe lampoon. 


IR. But Sir, is this the way to recover your fa- 
ther's favour? Why Sir Sampſon will be jrreconcilable. 
f your younger brother ſhou'd come from ſea, he'd 
never look upon you again, You're undone, Sir; 
you're ruin'd; you won't have a friend left in the 
world if you turn poet.—Ah pox confound that Will's 
coffee-houſez it has ruin'd more dung men than the 
Royal Oak lottery—Nothing thrives that belongs to't. 


The man of the houſe would have been an alderman 


by this time with half the trade, if he had ſet up in. 
the city—For my part, I never fit at the door, that I 


don't get double the ſtomach that I do at a. horſe 


race, The air upon Banſtead-downs js nothing to it 


for a whetter ; yet I never ſeg it, but the ſpirit of 
famine appears to me, ſometimes like a decayed porter, 


worn out with pimping, and carrying billet-doux and 


ſongs; not like other porters for hire, but for the 
jeſt's ſake. Now like a thin chairman, melted down to 
half his proportion, with carrying a poet upon. tick, 
to viſit ſome great fortune; and his fare to be paid 

n i bim 


Fd 


178 Lo vr for Lo vx. 


him like the wages of ſin, either at the day of mar- 
riage, or the day of death. 
VAL. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 

Jer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookſeller, with a 
meagre terrify*d countenance, that looks as if he had 
written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn author, 
and bring the reſt of his brethren into the ſame condi- 
tion. And laſtly, in the form of a worn-out- punk, 
with verſes in her hand, which her vanity had pre- 
fer'd to ſettlements, without a whole tatter to her tail, 
but as ragged as one of the muſes; or as if ſhe were 
carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to be converted 
into foho books, of warning to all young maids, not 
to prefer poetry to good ſenſe; or lying in the arms 
of a needy wit, before the embraces of a wealthy fool, 


' & 3 & © 2 - 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


Scan. EF HAT, Jeremy holding forth ? 


Var. The rogue has (with all the 


| wit he could muſter up) been declaiming againſt wit. 


SCAN. Ay ? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: 
for where-ever it is, it's always contriving its own 
ruin. 

IER. Why ſo I have been telling my maſter, Sir: 


Mr. Scandal, for heav'n's ſake, Sir, try if you can 


. diſſuade him from turning poet. | 
Sea. Poet! He ſhall turn ſoldier firſt, and rather 
depend upon the outſide of his head, than the lining. 
Why, what the devil has not your poverty made you 
enemies enough ? Muſt you needs ſhew your wit to 
get more ? 
IxR. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any 
body that has more_wit than himſelf ? 

SCAN. Jeremy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you 


ſee how worthleſs great men, and dull rich _ 


avoid a witty man of ſmall fortune? Why: he looks 


luke a writ of enquiry into their titles and eſtates; and 


_ ſeems commiſſion'd by. heaven to ſeize the better half. 


VAL. Therefore | would rail in my writings and 


Scan. 


de reveng'd. 


SAN. Patience, _ _ the old recei 
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Sc AN. Rail! at whom? the whole world? Impo- 
tent and vain! Who would die a martyr to ſenſe in a 
country where the religion is folly? You may ſtand 
at bay for a while.; but when the full cry is againſt 
you, you ſhan't have fair play for your life. ii you 
can't be fairly run down by the hounds, you will be 
treacherouſly ſhot by the huntſmen. No, turn pimp, 
flatterer, quack, lawyer, parſon, be chaplain to an 
atheiſt, or ſtallion to an old woman, any thing but 
poet; a modern poet is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, 
and fawning, than any I have named: without you 
could retrive the ancient honours pf the name, recall 
the ſtage of Athens, and be allow'd the force of open 
koneſt ſatire. | 

VAI. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if 


your character had been lately expos'd upon the 


ſtage. —Nay, I am not violently bent upon the trade. 
| One knocks, ] Jeremy, ſee who's there, | Jer. goes to 
the 2 But tell me what you would have me do ?— 
What do the world ſay of me, and my foreed con- 
knement ? + | Re | 
SCAN. The world behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on 
ſuch occaſions : ſome pity you, and condemn your fa- 
ther; others excuſe — and blame you; only the 
ladies are mereiful, and wiſh you well; fince love and 
pleaſurable expence, have been your greateſt faults. 
VAL. How now ? | ws 
ER. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome 
half a dozen duns with as much dexterity, as a hun- 


gry Judge does cauſes at dinner-time. 


AL. What anſwer have you giv'n'em 2 
IxR. No, faith Sir; ave put em ob ſo long 
with patience and forbearance, and other fair words, 
that I was forc'd now to cell em in plain downright 
Englifh— © ; 
AL. What? 51 
** That they ſhould be paid. 
AL, When? e 
_ To-morrow. | 
AL. And how the devil do you mean to keep 
your word ? {1 2 


IR. Keep it! not àt all; it has been fo very much 
ſtretch'd, chat I reckon it will break of courſe by to- 


Aa 2 morrow, 
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marrow, and no body be ſurpriz*d at the matte: 

[Ancching, ]—Again! Sir, if you don't like my nego- 

tiation, will you be pleas'd to antwer theſe yourſelf. 
Var. Sec who they are. 


S'C'E'N R ͤ 
\ "J 8 
VALENTINE, SCAND AT, 
Y this, Scandal, you may ſee what. it is to be 
great; ſecretaries of ſtate, preſidents of the coun- 


cil, and generals of an army, lead juſt ſuch a life as I 


do; have juſt ſuch crouds of viſitants in a rain, 


all folliciting of paſt promiſes ; which are but a civil. 


lier fort of duns, that lay claim to voluntary debts. 
\ Scan. And you, like a true great man, having en- 
gaged their attendance, and promis'd more than ever 
you intended to perform, are more perplex'd ta find 
evaſions, than you would be td invent the honeſt 
means of keeping your word, and gratifying your cre- 
ditors. Sh So oe Pat 6 
VAL. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do 
not provoke your enemies; this liberty of your tongue, 
eie one day bring a confinement on your body, my 
. ? | 3 Soy 


o 


_ VALENTINE, SCANDAL, IEREMx. 


Ter. Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with 
| two ſuſpiciqus fellows like lawful pads, 
that would knock à man down with pocket-tipſtaves 
—And there's your- father's ſteward, and the nurſg 
with one of your children from Twitnam. 


Var. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time ta 


fling my fins in my face: here, give her this, | Gives 
money] and bid her trouble me nd more; a thought- 
leſs two-handed whore, ſhe knows my condition well 
enough, and might have overlaid the child a fortnight 
ago, if ſhe had had any forecaſt in her. Y 

Sc AN. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my 
godſon? a D e "2 6 
3 Jes. 


— 
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rn. Ves, Sir. : ; 


Scan, My blefling to the bo „ with this token 


\ Gives money | of my love. And d'ye hear, bid Mar- 


gery put more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, 


and not work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell fo vi- 


goroufly.—l[ ſhall take the air ſhortly. 


VAL. Scandal, don't ſpoil my boy's milk: bid 


Trapland come in. If I can give that Cerberus a ſop, 
] ſhall be at reſt for one day 


SEE NE 15 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 


VAL, O Mr. Trapland ! my old friend! welcome, 


Jeremy, a chair quickly: a bottle of ſack 
and a toaſt—fly—a chair firſt, 


TRAP. A good morning to you, Mr. Valentine, 


and to you, Mr. Scandal. 


don't ſpoil it, 
VAI. Come, fit you down, you know his way. 
TRAP. /its.] There is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of 
15001, of 7. long ſtanding— : 
Var. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty 
palate, —Sirrah, the ſack. of of 


Scan, The morning's a very good morning, if you 


taken for the payment ? 
VAL. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to ſeo 
2 ſervice to you—fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trap- 
and, fuller. eo 
TRA. Hold, ſweet-heart.— This is not to our bu» 
ſineſs: my ſervice to you, Mr. Scandal Drinks]— 
I have forborn as long 
VAL. Tother glaſs, and then we'll talk, Fill, 
eremy. | | 1 g 
J Thar, No more, in truth.—T have forborn, I ſay 


TRAP. And I defire to know what courſe you have 


Var. Sirrah, fill When I bid you.—And how does 


your handſome daughter? Come, a good huſband 


to her, | 1 [ Dranks., 
TRA. Thank you—l have been out of this mo- 


ne | 
Var. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not 
wink” of _—_ 
1 Tz. 
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TRAP. And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer, 
Val. 1 was much oblig'd to you for your ſupply : 
it did me fignal ſervice in my neceffity. But you 0. - 
7 in doing good.— Scandal, drink to me, my friend 
Trapland's health. An honefter man lives not, nor 
one more ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs: tho' I 
fay it to his face. Come, fill each man his glaſs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whore- 
' maſter, and loves a wench ſtill. You never knew a 
whoremaſter that was not an honeſt fellow. 

TRA. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

'SCAN. What don't I know ?——1 know the buxom 
+ black widow in the Poultry—B0ol. a year jointure, 

and 20000. in money. Ahah! Old Tra 


VAX. Say you ſo, i'faith ; come, well remember 
the widow : I know whereabouts you are; come, to 


the widow 
Tur, No more indeed. _' . | 
VAI. What, the widow's health; give it him—off 
with it: [ They drin.] A lovely girl, I'faith, - black 
2 eyes, ſoſt pouting ruby lips; better ſealing 
there, than a bond for a million, hah 1 0 ; 

TRAP. No, no, there's no ſuch thing, we'd better 
mind our bufineſs—Y,ou're a wag, 1 

VAI. No faith, we'll mind the widow's buſineſs, 
fill again pretty round heaving breaſts -a Barbary 
thape, and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an ancho- 
ret: and the prettieſt foot! Oh if a man could but 
faſten his eyes to her feet, as they ſteal in and out, 
and play at bo- peep under her petticoats, ah ! Mr, 
Tra land ? . 

RAP. Verily give me a glaſs—you're a wag— 


and here's to the widow. | [Drints, 
Scan. He begins to chuckle ;—ply him cloſe,” or 


- - 


he'll relapſe into a dun. 
s U E N E VI. 

To them.] OrriceR. 
Dv prot 3 gentlemen—Mr. Trapland, 


Orr. 
KAif a dozen gentlemen to arreſt in Pall-mall and Co- 
- wtnt-Garden ; and if we don't make haſte, the chair- 

25 | | | men 


D if we muſt do our office, tell us. —We have 


bel $4 hes | os 


© 
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men will be abroad, and block up the chocolate-houſes, 

and then our labour's loſt. | 
TRA. Udſo, that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love 

mirth, but buſineſs muſt be done, are you ready to 
Jer. Sir, 2 father's ſteward ſays he comes to 

make propoſals concerning your debts. | 
VAI. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away 

your officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. 
Trae. Mr. Snap, ftay within call. 


SCENE VI 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 
STEWARD, Who Whiſpers V ALENTINE. 


SCAN. ERE's a dog now, a traitor in his wine, 

firrah refund the ſack: Jeremy fetch him 
ſome warm water, or Þll rip up his ſtomach, and go 
the ſhorteſt way to his conſcience. 

Tray. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not 
value your ſack ; but you cannot expect it again, when 
T have drunk it. 

Sc Ax. And how do you expect to have your money 
again, when a gentleman has ſpent it? 5 

VAL. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the 
conditions; they are very hard, but my neceſſity is 
N. preſfing: I agree to em. Take Mr. Trapland 
with you, and let him draw the writing Mr. Trap- 
land, you know this man, he ſhall ſatisfy you. 

TRA. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but 


„ | 
. AL. No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall 
OE. 4 


RAP. I hope you forgive me, my bufineſs re- 
quĩres— | | 


SCENE Am. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL 
Se Ax. H begs pardon like a hangman at an exe- 


cution. | 
ut I have got a reprieve. | | 
J ; what does your father relent? 
nite 22"... "0 


Var. 
Se Ax. I am ſurpriz 
5 4 1 2 


conſent. 
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VAL. No; he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions 


in the world: you have heard of a booby brother of 


mine, that was ſent to ſea three years ago? This bro- 
ther, my father hears is landed; whereupon he very 
affectionately ſends me word, if I will make a degd 


of conveyance of my right to his eſtate after his death, 


to my younger brother, he will immediately, furniſh 
me with four thouſand pounds to pay my debts, and 
make my fortune. This was once propos'd before, 
and I refus'd it; but the preſent impatience of my 
creditors for their money, and my o, impatience of 
confinement, and abſence from Angelica, force me ty 

SCAN. A very deſperate demonſtration of your love 
to Angelica: and I think ſhe has never given you any 


aſſurance of her's. 


VAL. You know her teniper ; ſhe never gave me 
„ great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. N 
CAN. Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they aQ, fo they rarely give us any light 
to gueſs at what they mean : but you have little rea- 
ſon to believe that a women of this age, who has had 


an indifference for you in your proſperity, will fall in 


love with your ill fortune; beſides, Angelica has a 


great fortune of her own ; and great fortunes either 


expect another great fortune, or a fool, 


CD.N_E- 18x: 
[ To them] JEREMY. 


Jes. ORE misfortunes, Sir. 
VAL. What, another dun? 
IX. No, Sir, but Mr, Tattle is come to wait upon 


ou. | 
VAL. Well, I.caw't help it—you muſt bring him 
up; he knows I An' t go abroad, 


I 


6 CE NE X. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


So Ax. X on him, III be gone. 3 
| VaL. No, prithee ftay : , Tattle and 
never be aſunder; you are light and ſha-- 


you th 


* dow, 


. 
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ſhadow, and ſhew one another; he is perfectly thy re- 


verſe both in humour and underſtanding ; and as you 

ſet up for defamation, he is a mender of reputations. 
SCAN. A mender of reputations! ay, juſt as he is 

a keeper of ſecrets, another virtue that be ſets up for 


in the ſame manner. For the rogue will ſpeak aloud 


in the 3 of a whiſper; and deny a woman's name 
while he gives you the marks of her perſon : he will 
forſwear receiving a letter from her, and at the ſame 
time ſhew you her hand in the ſuperſeription: and yet 
perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, and ſworn 
to a truth; but he hopes not to be believ'd ; and re- 
fuſes the reputation of a lady's favour, as,a doctor 
ſays, no to a .biſhopric, only that it may be granted 
him.—In ſhort, he is a public profeſſor of ſecteſy, 
and makes proclamation that he holds private intelli- 
gence.— He's here. e #] 


S CE NE X. 
[Te them] TAT TL E. 


TArr. ALENTINE, good morrow, Scandal I 

N am yours — That is, when you ſpeak 
well of me. | de 

SCAN. That is, when I am yours; for while I am 
my own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 

ATT. How inhuman ? | | 

VAL. Why Tattle, you need not be much. con- 
cern'd at any thing that he ſays : for to converſe with 
Scandal, is to play at Loſing Loadum; you muſt 
loſe a * name to him, before you can win it for 
yourſelf. 3 | | 
 TarTrT, But how barbarous that is, and how unfor- 
tunate for him, that the world ſhall think the better 
of any perſon for his calumniation II thank heav'n, 
it has always been a part of my character, to handle 
the reputations of others very tenderly indeed, 

SCAN. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to 
deal with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

TArr. Nay, why rotten? -why ſhould you ſay 
rotten, when you know not the perſons of whom. you 
ſpeak ? How cruel that is ! a 

Vol. 3 b Bb Se AN. 


0 


186 Love for LOVE. 


Scax. Not know em? Why, thou never hadſt to 
do with any body that did not ftink to all the town. 

TArr. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of 
it indeed. For there is nothing more known, than 
that no body knows any thing of that nature of me. 
As I hope to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never expos'd a 
woman, fince I knew what woman was. 

VAL. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral, 

TArr. To be free with you, I have—l don't care 
if I own that-Nay more, (I'm going to ſay a bold 
word now) I never could meddle with a woman, that 
had to do with any body elſe, FR 


Ax. How? | 
AL. Nay faith, Pm apt to believe him—Except 
ber taſband, Tattle. 

Tarr. Oh mat 


SCAN. What think you of that noble commoner, 
Mrs. Drab ? | | 


* 


TArr. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her 


brags in three or four places, that 1 ſaid this and that, 
and writ to her, and did I know not what—But, upon 
my reputation, ſhe did me wrong—Well, well, that 
was malice—but I know the bottom of it. She was 

brib'd'to that by one we all know—a man too. Only 
to bring me into diſgrace with a certain woman of 

uality— | 
a — (5 Whom we all know. | 

TATT. No matter for that—Yes, yes, every body 
knows—No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets 
hut I ſoon ſatisfy'd the lady of my innoceace ; for 
I told her—Madam, ſays I, there are ſome perſons 
who make it their buſineſs to tell ſtoties, and ay thig 
and that of one and t' other, and every thing in the 
world; and, ſays I, if your grace | 

SCAN. Grace | 

Tarr. O lord, what have I ſaid ? my unlucky 
tongue! e, 

VAI. Ha, ha, ha. 

SCAN. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more impudence 
than one can in reaſon expect: I thall have an eſteem 
for thee, well, and, ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and 
- What did — to her Grace? "I 

VAL. I confeſs this is ſomething te 
„ | | ATT. 
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TArr. Not a word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an er- 
rant lapſus linguz——Come, let's talk f tomething 
elſe. 

VAL. Well, but how did you w_ yourſelf} . 

TAT r. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, L only rally'd 
with you—a woman of ordinary rank was a little Jea- 
lous of me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith— 
I know not what—Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe 

| Hums a ſong. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind 
we ſhould enquire. 

Farr. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your 


miſtreſs, and her uncle, old Foreſight: I think your 


father lies at Foreſight's. 

VAL. Yes. | | 

Tarr. Upon my ſoul Angelica $ 2 fine woman 
And ſo is =_ Forefight, and her ſiſter, Mrs. Frail. 

Sean. Yes, Mrs. Frau i is a very ſine woman, we 
all know her. | — 

Tr Tr. Oh that is not fair. 

SCAN, What? 

'TAPT. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Frail ? 

TartT. Who 1? Upon my honour, I don't xn 
whether ſhe be man or woman ; but by the ſmoothneſs 
of her chin, and the roundneſs of her ips. 

Sc Ax. No! 

TATT. No. 

So A. She ſays otherwiſe, ALY 

TATT. Impoſhble ! © 

Scan. Yes faith. Aſk Valentine elle. 7 

TATT. Ny 0 then, as I hope to be fav'd, I — 
a woman only o opliges a man to ſecreſy, that ſhe may - 
have the rea telling herſelf. 

SCAN. No doubt on' by Well, but has ſhe done 
you wrong, or no? Nou have bad her? Hag 

TATT. Tho' I have more honour than to tell "ry 
I have more manners than to contradiet 00 a ld | 
has declare. a 

SCAN. Well, you own it? : 

Tr. Iam ftrangely furpriz d! Ves, yes) 1 came 
deny? t if 4 taxes me with it. | | 

| B b 2 Sean. | 


— 
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SCAN. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine 
every morning. | 

TArr. How! 

VAL. She does me the favour—I mean of a viſit 
ſometimes. I did not think ſhe had granted more to 
_ body. : 

CAN. Nor I faith——But Tattle does not uſe to 
belie a lady; it is oontrary to his character How one 
may be deceiv'd in a woman, Valentine? 

TArr. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

Sc Ax. I'm reſolv'd Ill aſk her. 

TaTT. O barbarous ! Why did you not tell me— 

Sc Ax. No, you told us. | 

TArr. And bid me aſk Valentine? | 

Var. What did I fay? I hope you won't bring me 
to confeſs an anſwer, when you never. aſk'd me the 
queſtion ? 

TArr. But gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman 
8 | 

VAI. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, 
and cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was, 
the ladies have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in 
your keeping. I 


nr . 


[To them] IEREMv. 
Irn. OI R, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are 


ſtirring. 
Var. Shew her up when ſhe comes. 


= + — — FR 


var 20! nA 3 2 | 
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VALENTINE, Sc AN DAT, TATTLE. 
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TAT FL be gone. 


VAL. You'll meet her. 


TATT. Is there not a back way!??? 
VII. If there were, you have more diſeretion, than 
to give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your run- 
1 away will prove all that he can tell her. 


TA rr. 
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TAT Tr. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous— 
O, I ſhall loſe my reputation of ſecreſy for ever —— 
I ſhall never be receiv'd but upon public days; and my 
viſits will never be admitted beyond a drawing-room : 
I ſhall never ſee a bed-chamber again, never be lock d 
in a cloſet, nor run behind a ſcreen, or under a table; 
never be diſtinguiſn'd among the waiting-women by 
the name of Truſty Mr. Tattle more—Y ou will not 
be ſo cruel, 

VAI. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 
conditions. 

TArr. Ay, any terms. 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen women of 
good reputation to me preſently—Come, where are 
you, familiar ?—And ſee that they are women of qua- 
lity too, the firſt quality, | | 

ATT. *Tis very hard—Wor't a baronet's lady 
is? 
da No, nothing under a right honourable. | 

TArr. O inhuman! You don't expect their names. 

SCAN. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. | 

TaTT. Alas, that's the ſame thing: pray ſpare me 
their titles; I'll deſcribe their perſons. 

SCAN. Well, begin then: but take notice, if you 
are ſo ill a painter, that I cannot know the: perſon by 
your picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like 
other bad painters, to write the name at the battom. 

Tarr. Well, firſt then | 


a R NM 1 
CT n] Mrs. FA A 1 . 


Tarr. (YUNFORTUNATE! ſhe's come already; 
will you have patience till another time 


I'll double the number. * 
Scan. Well, on that condition — Take heed you 
don't fail me. - 


Mrs. FR A1L. I ſhall get a fine reputation, by com- 
ing to ſee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, 
are you here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is 
ſafe with you, we know. * % 1 

Sc Ax. Tattle. | 

3 3 TATT. 
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Tarr. Mum—O Madam, you do me too much 
honour. | 
Var. Well, Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 
Mrs. Fx. Angelica? Manners ! 
VAT. What, =_ will allow an abſent lover 
Mrs. Fxait. No, Ill allow a lover preſent with 
his miſtreſs to be particular But otherwiſe I think his 
flion ought to give place to his manners. 
VAL, But what if he has more paſſion than man- 
ners b + 
Mrs. FRA1L. Then let him marry and reform. 
VAI. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his 
paſſion, but it _ rarely mends a man's manners, 
Mrs. Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the 
world; there is no creature perfectly civil, but a huſ- 
band. For in a little time he grows only rude to his 
wife, and that is, the higheſt good breeding, for it 
begets his civility to other people. Well, Pl! tell you 
news; but I ſuppoſe we hear your brother Benjamin 
is landed. And my brother Foreſight's daughter is 
cbme out of the country—l aſfure you, there's a match 
talk'd of by the old people Well, if he be but as great 
a ſea beaſt, as ſhe is a land-monſter, we ſhall have a 
moſt amphibious breed the progeny will be all otters: 
he has been brod at ſea, and ſhe has never been out 
of the country. | TOY | 
992 3 Pox take em, their conjunction bades me no- 
5 'm ſure. — {{ $143 900; CIA 4 
Mrs. FzxAit. Now you talk of conjunction, my 
brother Forefight has caſt both their nativities, and 
icates an admiral and an eminent juſtice of the 
peace to be the iſſue-male of their two bodies; *tis 
the moſt ſuperſtitious old fool! He would have per- 
ſuaded me, that this was an unlucky day, and wou'd 


not let me come abroad: but I invented a dream, and 


ſent him to Artimedorus for 1 
ſtole out to ſee you. Well, aud 
me now? Come, I muſt have ſometk 


retatian, and ſo 


Trans Ay, n an f 223 
Se AN., Ay, WEU all give ething. c | 
; Mrs. FAI. Well, what will you all give me? 


VAI. Mine's a ſecret. C 


* 
5 
„„ 
1 


— 


t will yau give 
VAL. Step into the next room —and Þ'l give you 


Ars. FAL. 
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Mrs: FRAIL. I thought you would give me ſome- 
thing that would be a trouble to you to keep. 
— ny And Scandal ſhall give you a good name, 
Mrs. FRAIL. That's more than he has for himſelf. 
And what will you give me, Mr. Tattle. 
TArr. I? my foul, madam. | b 
Mrs. F RAIL. Pooh, no 1 thank you, I have 
enough to do to take care of my own. Well but 
Pil come and ſee you one of theſe mornings: I hear 
you have a great many pictures. 
" Tarr. I have a pretty good 
vice, ſome originals. | 
Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons 
and the Twelve Cæſars, paultry copies; and the Fiye 
Senſes, as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf ; and 
he himſelf 1s the only original you will ſee there. 
Mrs. FRAIL. Ay, but I hear he has a cloſet of 
beauties, 
SCAN. Yes, all that have done him favours, if you 
will believe him. 
Mrs. FRAIL. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tartle. 
TArr. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and 
contemplation, No man but the painter and myſelf 
was ever bleſs'd with the ſight. n 
Mrs. Fx AL. Well, but a woman 
TArr. Nor woman, *till ſhe conſented to have 
her picture there too— for then ſhe's oblig'd to keep 
the ſecret. | 
SCAN. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee pictures. 
Mrs. FRAIL. You? | 
SCAN. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own picture, 
and moſt of your acquaintance to the life, and as like 
as at Kneller's, : 
Mrs. FRAIL. O lying creature—Valentine, does 
not he lie —I can't believe a word he ſays. 
VAL, No indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: for as 
Tattle has pictures of all that have granted him fa- 
yours, he has the pictures of all that have refus'd him: 
if ſatires, deſcriptions, characters, and lampoons are 
pictures. 5 GE ok =. 
SCAN. Ves, mine are moſt in black and white.— 
And yet there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, 
both men and women. I can ſhew you pride, folly, 
alfectation; wantonneſs, inconſtancy, govetouſneſe, 


collection at your ſer- 
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diſſimulation, malice and ignorance, all in one piece, 
Then I can ſhew you lying, foppery, vanity, cowar- 
diſe, - bragging, lechery, impotence and uglineſs in 
another piece; and yet one of theſe is a celebrated 
| beauty, and Yother a profeſt beau. I have paintings 
too, tome pleaſant enough. 
MIS. FxA1t. Come, let's hear em. 
SCAN. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping 
for a complexion, and ſweating for a ſhape. 
Mrs. FRAI1L. So... | 
SCAN. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a 
cellar with a hackney coachman. | 
Mrs. Fx Ait. O devil! Well, but that ſtory is not 
true. | 
SCAN. I have ſome hieroglyphics too; I have a 
lawyer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one 
ſace; a divine with two faces, and one head; and 1 
have a ſoldier with his brains in his belly, and his 
heart where his head ſhou' d be. | | 
Mrs. FRAIL. And no head? 
Se AN. No head. 
Mrs. FRAIL. Pooh, this js all invention. Have 
vou ne'er a poet? 8 
ScAx. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and 
felling praiſe . for praiſe, and a critic picking his 
pocket. I have another large piece too, repreſenting 
A ſchool ; where there are huge proportion'd critics, 
with long wigs, lac'd coats, Steinkirk cravats, and 
terrible faces; with cat-calls in their hands, and horn- 
books about their necks. I have many more of this 
kind, very well painted, as you ſhall fee. | 
Mrs. FRAIL. Well, Pl come, if it be but to diſ- 
prove you. | 


C E N E XIV, 
[Tothem] IBR EM Y. 


Jexz. IR, here's the ſteward again from your 
— 8 father. | 

Var. I'll come to him—will you. give me leave, 
P'll wait on you again preſently. 


Mrs, FR AI, 
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Mrs. Fx Air. No, Ill be gone. Come, who ſquires 
me to the Exchange; I muſt call on my fiſter Foreſight 
there. e 
Scan. Iwill: I have a mind to your ſiſter. 
Mrs. Fran. Gf! FO, 
TATT. I will; becauſe I have a tendre for your 
Ladyſhip. * Wes 2 | 
Mrs. Fa 411. That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, 
to my opinſo n. 1 
Scan, Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the 
better opportunity to engage your ſiſter, | | 
VAL. Tell Angelica, 1 am about making hard con- 
ditions to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 
Scan. I'Il give an account of you, and your pro- 
ceedings. If indiſcretion be a hen of love, you are 
the moſt a lover of any body that I know: you fancy 
that parting with your eſtate, will help you to your 
miſtreſs—In my mind he is a thoughtleſs adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe wealth, by ſelling land; 
Or win à miſtrefs with a loſing han. 


5 '? 
N ! » 
End of the FinsT Acr. 
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A Room in Foxts1cnT's Houſe, ' 

Fonsi Hr and SERVAN Tr. il 

Foxe. 
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Mien 1 Jt In Is ! 
. * 


. 


„ H EV day! What, are all the women of my fa- 


muy abroad? Is not my wife come home? 


| Nor my ſiſter, nor my daughter > 4 (+ $344 vs 
111 SrRv. No, Sir. . CITE ILLED YT It | 5 y N . 
| ; Tis. 
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Fore, Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of 
it? Sure the moon is in all her fortitudes; is my niece 
Angelica at home? 

SERV. Ves, Sir. 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. 

SERV. Sir! ä 

Fore. I ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any 
thing ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, 
Sir, when the crab was aſcending, and all my affairs 
go backward, 

SERV. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 


Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: but I can tell, 
and foretell, Sir. 


, 


. 
[To them] NURSE. 
FoRE. N where's your young miſtreſs ? 


NuRsE., Wee'ſt heart, I know not, 


they're none of em come home yet: poor child, I 

warrant ſhe's fond o'ſeeing the town—Marry, pray 

heav'n they ha? given her any dinner—Good lack-a- 
day, ha, ha, ha, O ftrange; I'll vow and ſwear now, 

ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever ſee the like! 
Fore. Why how now, what's the matter? 

NuRsE. Pray heav'n ſend your worſhip good luck, 
marry and amen with all my heart, for you have put 
on one ſtocking with the wrong fide outward. 

Fox. Ha, how? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, 
and fo I have, that may be good luck in troth, in troth 
it may, very good luck: nay I have had ſome omens: 
I got out of bed backwards too this morning, without 

remeditation ; pretty good that too; but then I ſtum- 

led coming down ſtairs, and met a weaſel ; bad omens 
thoſe : ſome bad, ſome good, our lives are checquer'd; 
mirth and ſorrow, want and plenty, night and day, 
make up our time—But in troth I am pleas'd at m 
Rocking ;. very well pleas'd at my ſtocking—Oh here's 
my niece !—Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend Pl! 
wait on him if he's at leiſure—'tis now three o'clock, 
a very good hour for buſineſs, Mercury governs this 
1.0ur, | 


SCENE 
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s CE NE III. 


ANGELICA, ForEsIGHT, NURSE. 


ANG. FS it not a good hour for pleaſure too, Uncle? 
I Pray lend me your coach, mine's out of 
order. | 
Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all 
females are mad to-day—It is of evil portent, and 
bodes miſchief to the maſter of a family I remember 
an old propheſy written by Meſſahalah the Arabian, 


— thus tranſlated by a reverend Buckinghamſhire 
ard. | 


When -houſewives all the houſe forſake, 
And leave good man to brew and bake, 
Withouten guile, then be it ſaid, 

That houſe goth ſtond upon its head; 
And when the head is ſet in grond, 

Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns; the fruit of 
the head is horns— Dear niece, ſtay at home For by 
the head of the houſe is meant the huſband; the pro- 
pheſy needs no explanation. | 

ANG, Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, 
uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being 
one, by 2. at home. 

FoRE. Yes, yes; while there's one woman left, 
the propheſy is not in full force. 

Ax. But my inclinations are in force; I have a 
mind to go abroad, and if you won't lend me your 


coach, I'll take a hackney, or a chair, and leave you 


to erect a ſcheme, and find who's in conjunction with 
your wife, Why don't you keep her at home, if 
you're jealous of her when ſhe's abroad ? You know 
my aunt is a little r N (as you call it) in her 
nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you are not lord of the 


aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 


Fore. Well, Jill- flirt, you are very pert and 
always ridiculing that celellial ſcience, r 
ANG, Nay uncle, don't be angry—If you are, PN 
reap up all your falſe propheſies, ridiculous dreams, 


and idle divinations. I'Il ſwear you are a nuiſance to 


Ce 2 3 
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the neighbourhood—— What a buſtle did you keep 
againſt the laſt inviſible eclipſe, la ng in proviſion as 
*twere for a fiege ! What a world of fire and candle, 
matches and tinderboxes did you purchaſe ! One would 
have thought we were ever after to live under ground, 
or at leaſt making a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit 
there all the dark ſeaſon. 1 + Þ| 
Foxx, Why, you malapert flut— 33 
Ax. Will you lend me your coach, or I'll go on 
— Nay, T' declare how you propheſy d popery was 
coming, only becauſe the buller had miſlaid ſome of 
the apoſtles. ſpoons, and thought they were loſt, 
Away went religion and ſpoonmeat together—Indeed, 
uncle, PH indite you for a wizard. | 
Foxe. How hulley !, was there ever ſuch a provok- 
een, 2 FCC 
NursE.: O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 
Ax. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful mid- 
night praQtiees ; you and the old nurſe there— - 
Nurse. Marry, heav'n defend I at midnight prac- 
tices—O lord, what's here to do ?—T in unlawful do- 
ings with my maſter's worſhip— Why, did you ever 
hear the like now Sir, did ever Ido any thing of your 
midnight concerns - but warm your bed, and tuck you 
up, and ſet the candle and your tobacco- box, and your 
urinal by you, and now and then rub the ſoles of your 
feet ?I=O lord, III. 
Ax. Yes, I ſaw you together thro' the key hole 
of che cloſer, one night, like Saul and the witch of 
Endor, turning the ſieve and ſheers, and pricking your 
tnumbs, to write poor innocent ſervants names in 
blood, about a little nutmeg grater, which ſhe had 
forgot in the caudle-cup—— Nay, I know ſomething 
worſe, if I would ſpeak of it:: | 
Fore. T'defy you, huſſey; but I'll remember this, 
I' be reveng'd on you, cockatrice; Fit hamper you 
ou have your fortune in your own hand- but Þ ll 
find a way to make yout lover, your ptodigal ſpend- 
thrift gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I WII. 
Ax. Will you? I eare not, but all ſhall out then 
Lock t&'t, nurſe; I can bring witneſt that you 
ave a great unnatural teat under your left arm, and 
ꝛe another ; and that you ſuckle a young devil in the 
ape of a tabby - cat, by turns, Ian. 


NURSE. 
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NvuRSE. A teat, a teat, I an unnatural teat! O the 
falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any, 
thing but like another chriſtian, 11, | Grying 

Fore. I will have patience, ſince it is the will o 
the ſtars I ſhould be thus tormented—This is the eff 
of the malicious conjunctions and oppoſitions in the 
third houſe of my nativity ; there the cuxſe of kind 
was foretold—But I will have my doors lock d up—Þ'll 
puniſh you, not a man ſhall enter my houſe. 

ANG. Do uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my 
aunt come home You'll have oy for alimony to- 
morrow morning—But let me be gone firſt, and the 
let no mankind come near the houſe, but converſe wit 
ſpirits and the celeſtial ſigns, the bull and the ram, and 


the goat, Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd 


beaſts among the twelve ſigns, uncle. But cuckold? 
go to heav'n. | | 


FoRE. But there's but one virgin among che twelve ; 


ſigns, Spitfire, but one virgin. | 
Ax. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe 52 


had to do with any thing but aſtrologers, uncle. That 


makes my aunt go abroad. 3 Ire 
Foxe. How? how ? Is that the reaſog? Come 
you know ſomething; tell me, and I'll forgive you; 
do, good niece—Come, you ſhall have my coach an 
horſes Faith and troth you ſhall—Does my wife co 
plain ? Come, I know women tell one another—She 


is young and ſanguine, has a wanton hazle exe, and 


was born under Gemini, which may incline her to ſo- 
ciety ; ſhe has a mole upon her lip, with a moiſt palm, 
and an open liberality on the mount of Venus. 

ANG. Ha, ha, ha. 8 * 3 

Foxx. Do you laugh: — Well gentlewoman, Pll— 
But come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor 
uncle, tell me won't you ſpeak ? Odd Pll— 


: 
: 


' 


1 


SO EN E IV. yore” 


* 1 ; ; 4} WP 1 

. To them.] SERVAN T. 
Sexv. * Sampſon is coming down to wait upoß 
3 | yYOour— 65 


Ax. Good bu'y uncle Call me a chair T' find 
gut my aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come 1 * 
8 ORE. 


{ 


| 
1 


— Leer. 


Fox. I'm fo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to 
receive him; I ſhall ſcarce recover myſelt before the 
hour be paſt : go nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to 
wait on him. . 

NuxsE. Yes, Sir. 

Foxx. Well—why, if I was born to be a cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſaid—he's here already. 


GENE Wa 


ForEsIGHT, and Sir Samyson LEGERD, with a 
Paper. 


Sir Saur. OR no more to be done, old boy; 
that's plain—here ' tis, I have it in 

my hand, old Ptolomee; I'll make the ungracious 
— know who begat him; I will, old Noſtro- 
us. What, I warrant my ſon thought nothing be- 

d to a father, but forgiveneſs and affection; no 
authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; nothing 
fo be done, but for him to offend = me to pardon. 
I warrant you, if he danc'd till doomſday, he thought 
I was to. pay the piper. Well, but here it is under 
black and white, /gna!nm, ſegillitum, and deliberatum ; 
that as ſoon as my ſon Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to 
make over to him his right of inheritance. Where's 
my daughter that 1s to be—hah ! old Merlin! body 
o'me, I'm ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful 


oRE. Odo, let me fee ;. let me ſee the paper—— 
Ay, faith and troth, here 'tis, if it will but hold—I 
wiſh things were done, and the conveyance made — 
When was this ſign'd? what hour? Odſo, you ſhould 
have conſulted me for the time. Well, but we'll 

make haſte | | | 
Sir Same. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my ſon 
Ben will be in town to- night I have order'd my 
lawyer to draw up writings of ſettlement and join- 
ture— All {hall be done to-night—No matter for the 
time; prithee, brother Foreſight, leave ſuperſtition— 
Pox o' th' time; there's no time but the time preſent, 
there's no more to be faid of what's paſt, and all that 
18 


Love for Love. 199 


1s to come will happen. If the ſun-ſhine by day, and 
the ſtars by night, why, we ſhall know one another's 
faces without the hcip of a candle, and that's all the 
ſtars are good for. 

Fort. How, how, Sir Sampſon, that all? Give 
me leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ig- 
norant, ij 

Sir Saur. I tell you I am wiſe; and ſapiens domina- 
bitur aftris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an 
argument to confound your Ephemeris—Ignorant !— 
I tell you, I have travell'd old Fircu, and know the 
globe. I have ſeen the Antipodes, whete the ſun riſes 
at midnight, and fets at noon- day. | 

Fore. But I tel! you, I have travelPd and travelPd 
in the cceleſtial ſpheres, know the ſigus and the planets, 
and theirſhouſes, Can judge of motions direct and re- 
trograde, of ſextiles, quadrates, trines and oppoſitions, 
fiery trigons and aquatical trigons. Know whether life 
ſhall be long or thort, happy or unhappy, whether 
diſeaſes are curable or incurable. If journeys ſhall be 
proſperous, undertakings ſucceſsful, or goods ſtoll'n 
recover'd, I kno CW 

Sir SAMP, I know the length of the emperor of 
China's foot ; have kiſs'd the great mogul's ſlipper, 
and rid a hunting upon an elephant with the cham of 
Tartary Body o'me, I have made a cuckold of a 
king, and the preſent majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of 
theſe loins. 

Fore. I know when travellers lye or ſpeak truth, 
when they don't know 1t themſelves. | 
. Sir Same. I have known an aftrologer made a 
cuckold in the twinkling of a ftar; and ſeen a con- 
jurer that cou'd not keep the devil out of his wife's 
circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too? 
I muſt be better inform'd of this 4/de]—Do you 
mean my wife, Sir Sampſon? Tho” you made a cuck- 
old of the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the 
ſun | | | : 

Sir Saur. By the horns of the moon, you wou'd 
ſay, brother Capricorn. | 

Fore. Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Man- 
devil; Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of 


_ thee, 
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l thee, thou liar of the firſt magnitude. Take back 
our paper of inheritance ; ſend your ſon to ſea again. 
Il wed my daughter to an Egyptian mummy, e'er 

. the ſhall incorporate with a contemner of ſciencies, 

and a defamer of virtue. OP 

Sir Saur. Body o'me, I have gone too far ;—1I 

muſt not provoke honeſt Albamazar—an Egyptian 

mummy is an illuſtrious creature, my truſty hierogly- 
phic; and may have ſignifications of futurity about 
| (Ha - od{bud, I would my ſon were an Egyptian mum- 
my for thy ſake, What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, 

* my good Haly—I reverence the ſun, moon and ſtars 

With all my heart.—What, I'Il make thee a preſent of 
a mummy: now I think on't, body o'me, I have 2 

” ſhoulder'of an Egyptian king, that I purloin'd from 

due of the pyramids, powder'd with hieroglyphics, 

thou ſhalt have it brought home to 85 houſe, and 

„make an entertainment for all the philomaths, and 

„ ſtudents in phyſic and aſtrology in and about London. 

Fon. But what do- hong e of my wife, Sir 
Sampſon? de 4 | 

„ Si, Saur. Thy wife is a conſtellation of virtues ; 

he's the moon, and thou art the man in the moon: 

J nay, ſhe is more illuſtrious than the moon; for ſhe 

7 * hex ehaſtity without her inconſtancy, ſbud I was 

to ut in jeſt. ' To ' | 


* 


fi 


- 7 


how dee 15 8 4C BONE VE, 


= [To them] JEREMY. 
Sir Saur. OW now, who ſent for you ? ha? 


What wou'd you have? 


=” 4% 


fellow? I don't like his phyſiognomy. 

Sir Saur. My ſon, Sir; My ſon Benjamin, 

„ 10 | 

„ IxxX. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my maſter—tis the 

- -Arſt time he has — abroad fince his confinement, 
and he comes to pay his duty to you. 

ans. SAMP. Well, Sir. | © wes 


i 
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S C E N-E VII. 


ForEsIGHT, Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


Jes. E is here, Sir. | 
Var. Your bleffing, Sir. 
Sir SAMP. You've had it already, Sir, I think 1 


ſent it you to-day in a bill of four thouſand pound : 
a gout deal of _— brother Forefight. 

ORE. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of 
money for a young man, I wonder what he can do 


with it ! 
Sir SAM. Body o'me, ſo do I.—Hark ye, Valen- 


tine, if there be too much, refund the ſuperttuity ; 
doſt hear boy? . 

VAL. Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my debts 
Il hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige 
me to thoſe hard conditions, which my neceſſity ſign d 
to. 


Sir Saur. Sir, how, | beſeech you, what were you 


pleas'd to intimate, concerning indulgence ? 

VAL. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the ex- 
tremity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaft from 
ſome part. 


A SAur. Oh Sir, I underſtand you—that's all, 
2 


Var. Yes, Sir, all that I prefume to aſk, But 


what you, out of fatherly fondneſs, will, be pleas'd to 
add, ſhall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Saur. No doubt of it, fweet Sir, but your filial 
piety, and my fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like two 
tallies.— Here's a rogue, brother Foreſight, makes a 


| bargain under hand and ſeal in the morning, and 


1 ©» 
would be releas'd from it in the afternoon ; here's a 


rogue, dog, here's conſcience and honeſty ; this is 
your wit now, this is the morality of your wits! You 
are a wit, and have been a beau, and may be a 
Why firrah, is it not here under hand and feal—— 
Can you deny it ? 1585 
VAI. Sir, I don't deny it.— | 
Sir Saur. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd ; I ſhall live to 


tre you go up. Holborn-hill—Has he not a rogne's 
face ?—Speak, brother, | Ga phy ſiognomy, 


Vol. ” Ng= 


N 

| 

' 

| | 

| 

| 

'Y 
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a hanging look to me—of all = boys the moſt unlike 
me ; he has a damn'd Tyburn-tace, without the bene- 
fit o'the clergy. 

Fore. Hum—truly I don't care to diſcourage a. 

oung man—he has a violent death in his face; but! 
= e no danger of hanging. = 

Wn. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon ?—for that old 
weather-headed fool, I know how to laugh at him ; 
but you, Sir— | 

Sir Saur. You, Sir; and you, Sir :—why, who 
are you, vir ? 

VAI. Your ſon, Sir. | 
Sir Samy, That's more than I know, Sir, and ! 

believe not. 

Var. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Saur. What, wou'd you have your mother a 
whore ! Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever 
hear the like! Body o'me— 

VAI. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity 
and unnatural uſage. 

Sir Saur. Excuſe! impudence! Why ſirrah, 
mayn't I do what I pleaſe? Are not you my ſlave? 
did I not beget you? and might not I have choſen 

whether I — have begot you or no? *Oons who 
are you? whence came you? what brought you into 
the world? how came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand 
here, upon thoſe two legs, and look ereQ with that 
audacious face, hah ? Anſwer me that? Did you come 
a volunteer into the world? or did I, with the lawful 
authority of a parent, preſs you to the ſervice ? 

VAL. I know no more why I came, than you do 
why you call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't 
mean to provide for me, I defire you would leave me 
as you found me. 

Sir Saur. With all my heart: come, uncaſe, ftrip, 
and go naked out of the world, as you came into't. 

AL. My cloaths are foon put off :—but-you muſt 
allo diveſt me of reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclinati- 
ons, affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train 
of attendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir SAP. Body o'me, what a many-headed mon- 
ſter have I propagated ! 

VAI. I am of myſelf, a plain eaſy ſimple creature, 
and to be kept at ſmall expence; but the retinue that 
y ou 
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vod gave me are craving and invincible; they are ſo 


many devils that you have rais'd, and will have em 


er 
ir Saur. Oons, what had I to do to get children 


can't a private man be born without all theſe fol- 
lowers ?—Why nothing under an emperor ſhould be 
born with appetites— Why at this rate a fellow that 
has but a groat in his pocket, may have a ſtomach ca- 


pable of a ten ſhilling ordinary. 


Jer. Nay, that's as clear as the ſun; I'll make oath 
of it before any juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir SAMP. Here's a cormorant too—'Sheart, this 
— was not born with you ?—I did not beget him, 
did I ? 

Jer. By the proviſion that's made for me, you 
might have begot me too :—nay, and to tell your wor- 
{hip another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was 
born with thoſe ſame whoreſon appetites too, that my 
maſter ſpeaks of. W's 

Sir SAMP. Why look you there now—l'll maintain 
it, that by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow ought 
to have been born without a palate. *Sheart, what 
ſhou'd he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?—I warrant 
now he'd rather eat a pheaſant, than a piece of poor 
John; and ſmell, now, why I warrant he can ſmell, 
and loves perfumes above a ſtink.—- Why there's it; 
and muſic, don't you love muſic, ſcoundrel ? 

Jer. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, Sir, as to 
jiggs and country-dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your ſolo's or fonata's, they give me the ſpleen. 

Sir SAMP. The ſpleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound 

ou ſolo's or ſonata's! *Qons whoſe ſon are you? 
— were you engendered, muckworm ? 
JER, I am by my father, the fon of a chair-man ; 


my mother ſold oyſters in winter, and cucumbers in 


ſummer; and I came up ſtairs 'into the world, for I 
was born in a cellar, 

Fore. By your looks, you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out 
of the world too, friend. 

Sir SAM. And if this rogue were anatomiz'd now, 


and diſſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and con- 


coction, and ſo forth, large enough tor the inſide of 
a cardinal, this ſon of a cucumber. —Theſe things are 
unaccountable and unreaſonable—Body o'me why was 


; Ddz2 not 


— 
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not I a bear, that my cubs might have liv'd upon 
ſucking their paws ; nature has been provident only to 
bears and ſpiders ; the one has its nutriment in his own 
hands; and t'other ſpins his habitation out of his own 
entrails. | | | 
Var. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all 
the neceſſities of my nature; if I had my right of in 
heritance. * . 
Sir Sa up. Again! *Qons han't you four thouſand 
pound——if I had it again, I wou'd not give thee a 
groat—What, would'ſt thou have me turn-pelican, and 
ced thee out of my own vitals ?——Sheart, hve by 
Ma wits—Y ou were always fond of the wits—Now 
let's ſee, if you have wit enough to keep yourſelf —— 
Your brother will be in town to- night, or to-morrow 
morning, and then look you perform covenants, and 
ſo your friend and ſervant.— Come, brother Foreſight, 


S C E N E VIII. 
VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


IER. I Told you what your viſit wou'd come to. 
Var. Tis as much'as I expected did 
not come to ſee him: I came to Angelica; but fince 
ſhe was gone abroad, it was cafily turn'd another way; 
and at leaſt look'd well on my fide :—What's here * 
Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt—P'll 
avoid em Come this way, and go and enquire when 
Angelica will return. 8 


* 


„„ 
Mrs. FoxrsT1OHr, and Mrs. FRAIT. 


Mrs. FRAIL. HAT have you to do to watch 
= | VV me? 'S'life l'H do what I pleaſe. 
Mrs. Fox E. You will ? n eas 
Mrs. FRA1L. Ves, marry, will IA great piece of 

' buſineſs to goto Covent-Garden Square in a hackney- 
coach, and take a turn with one's friend. EN 
| Mrs. Foxx. Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my 

* Mrs. F RAIL. 
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Mrs, FRa1r. Well, what if I took twenty I war- 
rant if you had been there, it had been only innocent 
recreation—Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if 
we can't have the happineſs of converſing where we 
hke ? 5 

Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home? —I 
own it, I think there's no happineſs like converſin 
with an agreeable man ; I don't quarrel at that, va 
don't think but your converſation was very innocent; 
but the place is public, and to be ſeen with a man in a 
hackney-coach 1s ſcandalous : what if any body elſe 
thould have ſeen you alight, as I did ?—How can an 
body be happy, while they're in perpetual fear of be- 
ing ſeen and cenſur*'d ?—Befides, it wou'd not only re- 
fle& upon you; ſiſter, but me, 

Mrs. F RAIL. Pooh, here's a clutter Why ſhou'd 
it reflect upon you? I don't doubt but you have 
thought yourſelf happy in a hackney-coach before 
now—lf I had gone to Knight's-Bridge, or to Chelſea, 
or to Spring-Garden, or Barn-Elms with a man alone 
—ſomething might have been ſaid. 

Mrs. Foxt. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe 
laces ? What do you mean, ſiſter? - 
Mrs. FRAIL. Was I? What do you mean? 

Mrs. ForE. You have been at a worſe place. 

Mrs. FRAIL. I at a worſe place, and with a man! 

Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to 
the World's-End. | = 

Mrs. FRAIL. The World's-End ! what, do you 
mean to banter me? | | 
Mrs. FoxE.. Poor innocent! You don't know that 
there's a place call'd the World's-End ? I'll ſwear you 
can keep — countenance purely, you'd make an ad- 
mirable pla- ert. 
Mrs. F RAIL. I'll ſwear you have a great deal of 
confidence, and in my mind too much for the ſtage. 
Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will 1 who hag 
moſt, you pever were at the World's-End ? 

Mrs. Frarit. No. 

Mrs, Fox E. You deny it poſitively to my face. 
Mrs. Fx Att. Your face, what's yaur face? 

Mrs. Foxx. No matter for that, it's as good a face 
as your's, ” £1 A+ 1 


Mrs. FRAIL, 
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Mrs. FRAIL. Not by a dozen years wearing.—But 

.% I do deny it poſitively to your face then. 
| Mrs. Fox. Ill allow you now to find fault with 
my face;—for I ſwear your impudence has put me out 
of countenance :—but look you here now—where did 
you loſe this gold bodkin ? O ſiſter, fiſter ! 

Mrs. FRAIL, My bodkin ! 

Mrs. ForE. Nay, 'tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. FxAit., Well, if you go to that, where did 
you find this bodkin ?- Oh fiſter, ſiſter ! —Siſter every 


Way. \ ' 
= Fore. O devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover 
her, without betraying myſelf. fade. 
6. Mrs. Fz ail. I have heard gentlemen ſay, fitter, 
that one ſhou'd take great care, when one makes a 
thruſt in fencing, not to lye open one's ſelf. 

Mrs. Fokk. It's very true, ſiſter: well, fince all's 
out, and as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let 
us do what is often done in duels, take care of one 
another, and grow better friends than before. 

Mrs. FRAIL. With all my heart, ours are but 
flight fleſh wounds, and if we keep 'em from air, not 
at all dangerous : well, give me your hand in token of 
ſiſterly ſecreſy and affection. 

Mrs. Fore, Here *tis with all my heart. 

Mrs. FRAITL. Well, as an earneſt of friendſhip and 
confidence; I'll acquaint you with a deſign that I have: 
to tell truth, and ſpeak openly one to another, I'm 
afraid the world have obſerv'd us more than we have 
obſerv'd one another. You have a rich huſband, and 
are provided for, I am at a loſs, and have no great 
ſtock either of fortune or reputation; and therefore 
muſt look ſharply about me. Sir Sampſon has a ſon 
that is expected to- night: and by the account I have 
heard of his education, can be no conjurer: the eſtate 
you know is to be made over to him: - now if I cou'd 
wheedle him, fiſter, ha? you underſtand me? 
Mrs. Foxes. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt 
of my power — And I can tell you one thing that falls 
ot, luckily. enough; my aukward daughter-in-law, 
who you know is deſign'd to be his wife, is grow 
Jond of Mr. Tattle; now, if we can improve that, 
and make her have an averſion for the booby; it may 
goa great way towards his liking you. Mere they 
1 come 


1 
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come together; and let us eontrive ſome way or other 
to leave em together. 


„„ 
To them. TAT TLE and Miſs Prue. 
Miss. Mere, mother, mother, look you 
0 


here. 
Mrs. Foxes. Fie, fic, miſs, how you bawl - Beſides, 
have told you, you muſt not call me mother. 

Miss. What muſt I call you then, are you not my 
father's wife ? 

Mrs. Foxe. Madam; you muſt ſay madam ——B 
my ſoul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this 
great girl call me mother Well, but miſs, what are 
you ſo 2 8 at? 

Miss. Look you here, madam then, what Mr. 
Tattle has giv'n me- Look you here couſin, here's a 
ſnuff- box; nay, there's ſnuff in't; — here, will you 
have any—Oh good ! how ſweet it 1s—Mr. Tattle is 
all over ſweet, his peruke is ſweet, and his gloves are 
ſweet and his handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, 
ſweeter than roſes - Smell him mother, madam I mean 
He gave me this ring for a kiſs. 

TArr. O fie, miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Miss. Yes; I may tell my mother And he ſays 
he'll give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo—Oh pray 
lend me your handkerchief ——ſmell couſin ; he lays, 
he'll give me ſomething that will. make my ſmocks 
imell this way—lIs not it pure ?—Ir's better than laven- 
der mun I'm reſolv'd I won't let nurſe put any more 
lavender among my ſmocks—ha, couſin? 

Mrs. FxAiL. Fie, miſs; amongſt your linen, you 
muſt ſay—Y ou muſt never ſay ſmock. 

Miss. Why, it is not bawdy, is it couſin ? 

TArr. Oh madam, you are too ſevere upon miſs; 
ou muſt not find fault with her pretty ſimplicity, it 
ecomes her ſtrangly—pretty mits, don't let em per- 

ſuade you out of your innocency. 

Mrs. FoRE. Oh, demm you toad—T wiſh you don't 

perſuade her out of her innocency. 

TaTT. Who I, madam? Oh lord, how can 

your ladyſhip have ſuch a thought—ſure you don't 

10w me ? 3 


— 


Mrs. FxAIL. 
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Mrs. FRAIL. Ah devil, fly devil He's as cleſe, 
fiſter, as a confeſſor He thinks we don't obſerve him. 

Mrs. FoxE. A cunning cur, how ſoon he cou'd 
find out a freſh harmleſs creature; and left us, ſiſter, 
preſently. _ 

Tarr. Upon reputation 5 

Mrs. Fort. They're all fo, ſiſter, theſe men they 
Jove to have the ny of a young thing, they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing 
a new play the firſt day—T warrant it would break Mr, 
Tattle's heart, to think that any body elſe ſhou'd be 
before hand with him. 

TATT. Oh lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the 
world | X 

Mrs. FRAIL. O hang you; who'll believe you ?— 
You'd be hang'd before you'd confeſs—we know you 
—ſhe's very pretty !—Lord, what pure red and white! 
—ſhe looks ſo wholeſome ;—ne'er ſtir, I don't know, 
but I — if I were a man 

Miss. How you Jove to jeer one, couſin, 

Mrs. Forxsz. Hark'ce, fifter—by my ſoul the girl is 
ſpoil'd already—d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great 
lubberly tarpawlin—Gad, I warrant you, fhe won't 
let him come near her, after Mr, Tattle. 

Mrs. FRAIL. O'my ſoul, Pm afraid not—eh !— 
filthy creature, that ſmells all of pitch and tar—devil 
take you, you confounded toad—why did you ſee her 
before ſhe was marricd ? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him—my huſ- 
band will hang us—— He'll think we brought 'em ac- 
uainted. | 

Mrs. Fa Air. Come, faith let us be gone—If my 
brother Foreſight ſhou'd find us with them ;—he'd 
think ſo, ſure enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd—but then leaving 'em 
together is as bad—And he's ſuch a ſly devil, he'll 
never miſs an opportunity. 

Mrs. F RAIL. I don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

Mrs. Foxeg. Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tattle, 


ou'll have a world to anſwer for, remember I waſh 


my hands of it, I'm throughly innocent, 


SCENE 
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S CEN E XI. 


TATTLE, Miſs PRux. 


Miss. . 


know ?; | 
TATT. Yes, my dear think I can gueſs——But 


HAT makes em go away, Mr, 
Y Tattle ? What do they mean, do you 


hang me if I know the reaſon of it. 


1ss. Come, muſt not we go too ? 

TATT. No, no, they-don't mean that. | 
Miss. No ! What then ? What ſhall you and I do 
together ? 

ATT. I muſt make love to you, pretty miſs; will 
you Jet me make love to you ? | 

Mrss. Yes, if you pleaſe, | 

TArr. Frank, I gad, at leaſt. What a pox does 
Mrs. Foreſight mean by this civility ? Is it to make a 
fool of me ? or does ſhe leaye us together out of good 
morality, and do as ſhe would be done by—Ga Pl 
underſtand it ſo, 2 [I Ade. 

Miss. Well; and how will you make love to me 
Come, I long to have you begin muſt I make love 
too? you muſt tell me how? *' 

Tarr; You muſt let me ſpeak miſs, you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt; I muſt aſk you queſtions, and you muſt 
anſwer. | a 

- ss. What, is it like the catechiſm ?—Come then 
alk me, 

TArr. D'ye think you can love me? 

Mio. Yes. © 5 | | + Is uh 

Tarr. Pooh, pox, you muſt not ſay yes already; 


I ſhan't care a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 


Miss. What muſt I ſay then? a 

TATrT. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, 
or you can't tell 6 N 

188. Why, muſt I tell a lie then? ; 

TaTT. Yes, if you'd be wellbred. All well-bred 
perſons lie—Befides, you are a woman, you muſt never 
ſpeak what you think : your wards muſt contradict 
your thoughts; but your actions may contradi& your 
words, So, when I aſk you, if you can love me, you 

Vor. I. E e muſt 
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muſt ſay no, but you muſt love me too—Tf I tell you 
you are handſome, you muſt deny it, and fay I flatter 

ou But you muſt think yourſelf more charming than 
1 ſpeak you :—and like me, for the beauty which J 
ſay you have, as much as if I had it myſelt—IfI aſk 


you to kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not 


refuſe me. If I aſk you for more, you muſt be more 
angry—but more complying ; and as ſoon as ever J 
make you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold 
your tongue. 1 | | 

Miss. O lord, I ſwear this is pure—!I like it better 
than our old faſhion'd country way of ſpeaking one's 
mind ;—and muſt not you lie too? x 

TArr. Hum Ves - But you muſt believe I ſpeak 
truth. | 

Miss. O gemini! Well, I always had a great mind 


to tell lies—but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a 


fin. - 
Tarr. Well, my pretty creature; will you make 
me happy by giving me a kiſs ? 241829 1 
Miss. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 
IK uns and . bim. 


erer. Hold, hold, that's retty well but you 


ſhould not have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to 

have taken it. F 3y I ,om9' 
Miss. Well, we'll do it again. ii OY 
TarT. With all my heart—Now then my little 


an l. | K s her, 
., Piſh. _ | 


TaTT, That's right—again my charmer.. 
| [ Kiſſes again. 

Miss. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 

TArr. Admirable! That was as well as if you had 
been born and bred in Covent-Garden— And won't * 
ſhew me, pretty miſs, where your bed- chamber is 

Miss, No, indeed won't I: but Pll run there, and 
hide myſelf from you behind the eurtains. 

Tarr. I'll follow you, | 
Miss. Ah, but I'll hold the door with both hands, 
and be angry ;—and you ſhall puſh me down before 
you come in. me 
TaATT. No, I'll came in firſt, and puſh you down 


afrerwards, 1 
; M1 88. 
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Miss. Will you? then I'll be more angry, and 


more complying. 


TATT, Then I'll make you cry out. 

Miss. Oh but you ſhan't, for I'll hold my tongue 
TATr. Oh my dear apt ſcholar. 

Miss. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than 


you. 


Tarr. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. 


End of the Stcoxnd AcTrT. 


ACT IL SCHESS'L 


Nuxs x alone. 


Nunxs E. 


ISS, Miſs, Miſs Prue Mercy on me, marry 

and amen. Why, what's become of the child ? 
Why miſs, miſs Forefight——Sure ſhe has 
lock'd herſelf up in her chamber, and gone to ſleep, or 
to prayers : miſs, miſs, I hear her—Come to your 
father, child : open the door—open the door, miſs— 
1 hear you cry huſht—Q lord, who's there? Re] 
What's here to do ?—O the father! a man with her 
yy, miſs, I ſay ; God's my life, here's fine doings 
towards—O lord, we're all undone——OQO you young 
harlotry [ knocks. ] Od's my life, won't you open the 
door? I'll come in the back way. 


$S C E-N--E. 1 
TATTLsE, Miſs PRUE. 


Miss. Lord, ſhe's ie ſhe'll tell my 
| father, what ſhall 1 do now?.. 
TATT. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes 
logger, I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 
J | Ee 2 Miss. 


— . — —— — — — 
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Mrss. O dear, what ſhall I ſay? tell me. Mr, 
Tattle, tell me a lie. 

TArr. There's no occaſion for a lie; I cou'd ne- 
ver tell a lie to no purpoſe - But fince we have done 
nothing, we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I hear her 


Il leave you together, and come off as you can. 
[ Thrufts ber in, and ſhuts the door, 


8 G E N E III. 
TATTLE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ANGELICA, 


AxG. VO can't accuſe. me of inconſtancy ; I 
I never told you that I lov'd you. 

Var. But I can accuſe =_ of uncertainty, for not 
telling me whether yu did or not. 

ANG. You miſtake indifference for uncertainty ; I 
never had concern enough to aſk myſelf the queſtion. 

Sc Ax. Nor good nature enough to anſwer him that 
did aſk you: P'll ſay that for you, madam. 

ANG. What, are FU ſetting up for good nature ? 

SCAN. Only for the affectation of it, as the women 
do for 1ll-nature. Wis | 
Ax. Perſuade your friend, that it is all affecta- 
non. EE | | 8 | 
SCAN, I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion: 
for I know no effectual difference between continued 
affectation and reality. 

TATT. { coming uþ| Scandal, are you in private diſ- 
courſe, any thing of ſecreſy.. [ 4/ide to Scandal. 

- SCAN. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talkin 
of Angelica's love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of 3, 

TArr. No, no, not a ſyllable—I know that's a 
ſeeret, for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha. 

AxG. What is, Mr, Tattle ? I heard you ſay ſome- 
thing was whifper'd every where. ; 

Scan. Your love of Valentine, 

Ax c. How! ' ; 

TATT. No, madam, his love for your ladyſhip— 
Gad take me, I beg your pardon—for I neyer heard 4 
word of yout la#yfhip's paſſion, till this inſtant. 

Ax. My pa on! And who told you of my pal- 
son, pray Sir? . 


- 
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Scan. Why, is the devil in you? did not I tell it 
you for a ſecret? | 

TArr. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own affairs. Ne} 

SCAN. Is that your diſcretion ? truſt a woman with 
her ſelf ! * | 5 

TArr. You ſay true, I beg your pardon ;—T'l! 
bring all off—It was impoſſible, madam, for. me to 
imagine, that a perſon of your ladyſhip's wit and gal- 
lantry, could have fo long receiv'd the paſſionate ad- 
dreſſes of the accompliſh'd Valentine, and yet remain 
inſenſible; therefore you will pardon me, if from a 
juſt weight of his merit, with your ladyſhip's good 
judgment, I form'd the balance of a reciprocal atfec- 
tion. 

VAL. O the devil, what damn'd coſtive poet has 
given thee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote? 

Ax. I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own— 
And Mr. Tattle only judges of the ſucceſs of others, 
from the effects of his own merit. For certainly Mr. 
Tattle was never deny'd any thing in his life, 

Tarr. O lord! yes indeed, madam, ſeveral times. 

AXG. I ſwear I don't think ' tis poſſible. 

TArr. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: lord, ma- 
dam, I'm. the moſt unfortunate man in the world, and 
the moſt cruelly us'd by the ladies. 

ANG, Nay, now you're ungrateful, 

TATT. No, I hope not—'tis as much ingratitude 
to own ſome favours, as to conceat others. 

VAL. There, now it's out. 3 

ANG. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you 
had never aſk'd any thing, but what a lady might mo- 
deftly grant, and you confeſs. | 

SCAN. So faith, your buſineſs is done here; now 
you may go brag ſomewhere elſe. | 
re oP Brag !. O heav'ns! Why, did I name any 

Ne | 
— No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your power; 
but you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on't. 1 

TaTT. Not in my power, madam! What does 
your ladyſhip mean, that I have no woman's. reputa- 
tion in my power? | F 

' Scan, Oons, why you won't own it, will 75 
e 6 65 ſide. 
TATT. 
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TArr. Faith, madam, you're in the right; fo 
more [I have, — I hope to be — * I never had it in 
my power to ſay any thing toa lady's prejudice in m 
For as I — 1 you, dons, 4 have — 
the moſt unſucceſsful creature living, in things of that 
nature; and never had the good fortune to be truſted 
once with a lady's ſecret, not once. 

ANG. No. | 0 15 

Var. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan. And Fl anfwer for him; for I'm ſure if he 
had, he wou'd have told me; I find, madam, you don't 
know Mr. Tattle. | | 

Tarr. No indeed, madam, you don't know me at 
all, I find. For ſure my intimate friends would have 
known c i 

AnG. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you 
had been truſted. 

Tarr. O pox, Scandal, that was too far pu. 
Never have told particulars, madam. Perbaps | might 
have talk'd as of a third perſon—or have introduc'd an 
amour of my own, in converſation, by way of no- 
vel: but never have explain'd particulars, - 

Ax. But whence comes the reputation of Mr, 
Tattle's ſecreſy, if he was never truſted ? 

SCAN. Why thence 1t ariſes—The thing is prover- 
bially ſpoken ; but may be apply'd to him—As if we 
ſhould fay in =—_ terms, he only is ſecret who ne- 
ver was truſted; a fatirical proverb upon our ſex—— 
There's another upon yours—As ſhe is chaſte, who 
was never aſk'd the queſtion. That's all. 

VAL. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly: tis 
hard to tell whether the lady or Mr. Tattle be the 
more oblig*d to you. For you found her virtue upon 
the backwardneſs of the men; and his ſecreſy upon 
the miſtruſt of the women. | | 

TArr. Gad, it's very true, madam, I think we 
are oblig*d to acquit ourſelves And for my part—But 
your ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt— 

Ax. Am 1? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted 
a great deal of temptation. : 
ATT. And I gad, I have given ſome temptation 
that has not been reſiſted. TERS: 
VAI. Good. 


2. ü ANG. 


Pun 6 


NG. 
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Ax. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the court, 
how fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to con- 
feſs all his ſolicitations and my denials. 

VAL. I am ready to plead, not guilty for you; and 
guilty for myſelf, | 

SCAN. So, why this 1s fair, here's demonſtration 
with a witneſs. 

TATT. Well, my witneſſes are not preſent—But I 
confeſs I have had fayours from perſons—Bur as the 
favours are numberleſs, ſo the perſons are nameleſs, 

SCAN. Pooh, this proves nothing. 

TArr. No! I can ſhew letters, lockets, pictures, 
and rings; andaf there be occaſion for — I can 
ſummon the maids at the chocolate-houſes, all the 
porters at Pall-mall, and Covent-Garden, the door- 
keepers at the play-houfe, the drawers at Locket's, 
Pontack's, the Rummer, Spring-garden, my own 


| landlady; and valet de chambre; all who ſhall make 


oath, that I receive more letters than the ſecretary's 


office; and that I have more vizor-maſks to enquire | 


for me, than ever went to ſee the hermaphrodite, or 
the naked prince. And it is notorious, that in a coun- 
try church, once, an enquiry being made, Who I was, 
it was anſwer'd, I was the famous Tattle, who had 
ruin'd ſo many women, | 

VAL. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nick- 
name of the great Tux. 

TL ATE; _ I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over 
the pariſh— The next Sunday all the old women kept 
their daughters at home, and the parſon had not half 
his congregation, He wou'd have brought me into 
the Spiritual Court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for 
he had a handſome daughter whom I initiated into the 
ſcience, But I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd. 
of in town And a lady of quality; that ſhall be name - 
leſs, in a raging fit of jealouſy, came down in her 
coach and fix horſes,and expos'd herſelf upon my ac- 
count; gad, I was ſorry for it with all my heart—You 
know whom I mean—Y on know where we raffled 

So AN. Mum, Tattle. 

V ar. *Sdeath, are not you aſham'd ? | 

Ax. O barbarous ! I never heard fo inſolent a 
piece of vanity—Fie, Mr, Tattle— I'll ſwear I could 
not have beliey'd it—Is this your ſecreſy? 


TATT, 
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TArr. Gad ſo, the heat of my ſtory carry'd mo 
beyond my diſeretion, as the heat of the lady's paſſion 
hurry'd her beyond her reputation But I hope you 
don't know whom I mean; for there was a great many 
ladies rafled——Pox on't, now could I bite off my 
tongue. b = | 

SCAN. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Come, I'll recommend a ſong to you upon the hint of 
ay two proverbs,” and I ſee one in the next room that 
will fing it. 4 2 | Gors to the door. 

TATT. For heav'n's ſake, if you do gueſs, ſay no- 
ching; gad, Pm-very: unfortunate. 

Scan. Pray ſing the firſt ſong in the laſt pew play, 


e 
| bet. by Nx. 4 o uN EC. x... 


A nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray'd, 
The ſwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd ; 
Their intent was to try if his oracle knex 
Ler a nymph that was chaſte, or a ſwain that was true, 


- ADIN 130 5 1 
Apollo was mute, and had like “have been pos'd, 
ut ſagely at length he this ſecret diſclos d: 
alone won't betray in whom none will confide 3 - 


And the nymph may be chaſte that has never been try d. 


SC: NE: IV. 


[To them] Sir SAMes0n,” Mrs. FRAI TL, Miſs 
i P RUE, and Servant, 


Sir Saur. IS Ben come? Odſo, my ſon Ben come? 
— Odd, I'm glad on't: where is he? I 
long to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my 
ſon Ben—Body o'me, he's the hopes of my family— 
J han't ſeen him theſe three years warrant he's 
grown — call him in, bid him make haſte I'm ready 
to cry for joy. | ? 

Tal Mrs. FRAIL. 


1 . 


1 


if ever I cou 
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Mrs. FRAIL. Now miſs you ſhall ſee your huſband. 

Miss. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my huſband, 

* LA lde to F rail. 

Mrs. FRAIL. Huſh ; well he ſhan't, leave that to 
me—Pll beckon Mr. Tattle to us. | "a 

ANG. Won't you ſtay and ſee your brother? 

VAL. We are the twin-ftars, and cannot ſhine in 
one ſphere ; when he riſes I muſt ſet—Beſides, if L 
thou'd ſtay, I don't know but my father in good-nature 
may preſs me to the immediate ſigning the deed of con- 


. - 9 


— Well, you'll come to a reſolution. 
Ac. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I 
[hall never have one. | 
SCAN, Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've 
ſomething in my head to communieate to you. 


vez ance of my eſtate; and III defer jt as long as I can | 


kCEME EY 


ANGELICA, Sir Sameson, TATTLE, Mrs. 


FRAITL, Miſs PrUE. 
Sir Saur. WV AT, is my ſon Valentine gone? 


What, is he ſneak'd off, and would 


not ſee his brother? There's an unnatural whelp ? 
There's an ill-natur'd dog! What, were you here too, 


. madam, and could not keep him! Cou'd neither love, 


nor duty, nor natural affection oblige him. Odsbud, 
madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is not worth 
your conſideration. The rogue has not a drachm of 
generous love about him ; all intereſt, all intereſt; he's 


an undone ſcoundrel, and courts your eſtate: body 


o' me, he does not care a doit for your perſon. | 
Ax G. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon ; for 
4 have lik'd any ching in him, it ſhou'd 
have been his eſtate too: but fince that's gone, the 
bait's off, and the naked hook appears. 1 my 


Sir Saur. Odſbud, well ſpoken; and you are a 


women now a-days are to be tempted with a na 
ook. wy e 6 ITY E 
Ax. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good 

eſtate with any man, and for any man with a good 
Vor. J. F f 1 


wiſer woman than I thought you were: for moſt young 
K 


— 


eſtate: 


» 4 & v7 
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eftate : therefore if I were oblig*d'to make a choice, F 
declare Pd rather, * db than your ſon. 


Sir Same. Faith ttoth your're'a wiſe' woman, 
and I'm glad to bee 1 fay ſo; I Was afraid you 


. 7 0 
** 


were in love with the robate; odd, 5 was ſorry for 
vou with all my heart: ang him; mungrel; caff him 
off; you ſhall ſee the ro 1 Mi. if, and make 
love to ſome deſponſfing Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſte- 
nance. Odd, I love to fre a young ſpendthrift forc'd 
to cling to an old Woman for ſupport,” like ivy round 

a dead oak: faith I do; I fovetofec em hug and cot- 
| den Ne like down upon a thiſtle. 


sc E v 
[Te chen.] Bx x. LEGEND, and end 
Bx. WS ERE's father? 


SERV. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 

Sir Sa Mv. My ſon Ben! Bleſs thee, my dear boy; 
body o'me, thou art heartily welcome. 
BEN. Thank you, father, 8 1 = glad to ſee you. 
Sir SAMP. Odibud, and'I'm 9 8 ſee chee, kiſs 

me boy, kiſs me again and po Sele en. | Kiſfes him. 
Bxx. So, fo, enough fa er—Meſs, ho 2 er kiſs 
theſe ntlewomen. 


Sir Saur. And fo thou ſhalt— Mrs. Angelica wy 
; con Ben. 0 
Bx. Forſooth if you leaſe alen her. 1 Nay 
; miſtreſs, Pm not for dropping anchor here; about ſhip 
1 faith—Ki3fſes Frail.] Nay, and you 100, my little 
cock- boat - ſo [ Kiſſes mii 
Tarr. Sif, yowre welcome. aſhore. 
' Be; Thank you, thank you, friend. 
Sir SAMP. Thou haſt been many 2 weary league 
Ben, ſince I ſaw thee. 
BEN. Ey, ey, been! been far enough, an that be 
all — Well father, and how do all at home? * does 


: 5 brother Dick, and brother Val? 


Sir SAMP. Dick, body o'me, Diek has been dead 
theſe a» years; 1 writ you word when oy were at 


; Ley . 
wig Meſs; that's true: m Pd f »” Dick's 
" dead, as you ay el and — 1 ves many 


queſtions 
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queſtions to aſk you; well, you ben't marry'd again, 


fat 128 be you?, 


ir. Sa, No, I intend you. mall matry, Ben; 1 
would not marry for thy fake. 

BxN. Nay, what does that fignify.?—an you marry” 
again—Why then, Dll 2 ſea ile ſo there's one 
tot, other, an that be ray don't let me be your" 

hindrance; cen ki 4 god's name an the wind fit 
that Way. As for my part, may -hap I have no mind 
m ol fs oc 

Mrs, Fx RALL. Tut w ou'd be pity, f ſuch a kandidine 
young hae Haden ly | 

andiore ! ke, Fs he, 1 n y forſobth, an bo 
be, for 3j A fe ing, I' joke with you, for I love my 
W were If ng, as we ſayn at ſea. But IT 
11 90 you why I Ab ben ſand towards matrimony., 
[ love to — bout from Port to port, and from land 
to land: I could never abi E to be t-bound, as we 


call it: now a man that is marry'd, has as it were, 
ye ſee, his feet in the l * 147 may n't 


get em out again when he wou d 
Sir Same. Ben's & wag. 
BEN. A man that Is märry d, ivy ye ſee, 1 is no more 

like another man, chan a, run. la ve is ad one of us 

free, ſailors, he is chain's” to an Har all his life; and 
may- hap forc'd to tug a leak\ Feller into the ol ain. 

Sir Saur. A very wag, elle a 33 wag; 4 only * 
little rou h, he wants a fals oliſhing. *. 

Mrs. FxA1L. Not at all; Tike his Huindur Wah 
tily, it's plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd like ſuch a humour 
in a huſband extremely. 

BEN. Say'n you ſo forſoot > Marry and I ſhou'd 


ru 18d 128 
12 4 "EET 


like ſuch a handſome. gentlewoman 107 a bed- fellow | 


hugely ; how fay y you, miſtreſs, 'wou'd you like going 


to ſea? Meſs, you're a tight veſſel, and well rig d. 


an you were but as well mang'd. 
Mrs. FRAIL,  Tſhou'd not doubt Tint, if you were 


maſter of me. 
BRN. But I'll tell you one ching, an you come to 


ſea in a high wied, or that lady—you ab t carry ſo 


much ſail o' your ead— Top and top-; 
W FROM he 4 ſo? n 


ant, by the 


Bis! 


— — 
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Bx. Why ap you; do, you may run the riſk to 
wee Rog then you'll carry your | keels above water, 

e be, he... b 

Ax. I wear, Mr. i is the verieſt vag in 
nature; an abſolute b | | 
Sir Saur. Nay, Ben has rts, "but as 1 told you 
before, they 1 5 little p thing: Von muſt not 


Ben. 23.2 - the * oman is not 51 
mean all in RY Kh: 1 if I gl ive a jeſt, I'll 
jeſt: and fo Pe you ma 1 — as br with bur r 
Ac. I thank al Sir, m not At. all 1 
but methinks Sir a fon, you. ſhbu' q leave him alone 
with his miſtreſs... Ir. Tattle, we n muft not wet 
2 We i, 1 . 
Arr. Well mi have our romi 3 
| 14 * vr [Afide to Miſs. 
Six Saur. Body y,.o'me, maday you ſay true :— 
look yau Ben; this is Mi 2 e eine miſs, you 
muſt not be ſhame-fac'd we'll leave you together. 
„Miss. 1 can's ahide to be left alone, ae t * 
couſin ſtay with me? | 
7 r SAMP. No, n no. Come, let's away. 
EN. Look, ou, father, may-hap the, young Wo- 
wan ayn't take a hiking to me. 
Sir SAup. L Warrant thee boy, <ome, come, wel 
be Sone; 0 l mat. 


E Il. * 2609 bs i **C} A 


FT 1 
1241149 + 1x 
1 
TP O. 5 
n a bi -- 4 | * 


ue 54 Mi Ez, Abs arty 
Box. OME iniſtroſs w Jp pleaſe to fit down? 


for an you ſtand aftern; a that'n we Hall 
never grapple toget — OR PI haul a Ari 
. 2 ples to fit, II fit by you. 
Miss. You need not ſit ſo near One, if ou have 
| apy thing to lay, I can hear -you farther , Tarr 
dea 
BEx. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an tand, 
J can be heard as far as 2 J heave off, to 


* 1 1 
FRF 441 


- 


pleaſe vou. [ Sits farther off.] An we were a league 
Al — T d — ads to "= d diſcourſe with you, an 
: TESTS 2 ; 'twere: 
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itwere not a main high wind indeed, and full in my. 

teeth. Look you forſooth, I am as it were, bound for 

the land of matrimony ; *tis a voyage d'ye ſee, that 

was none of my ſeeking, I was commanded by father, 

and if you Hike of it, may-hap I may fteer. into your 

harbour. How lay ou, miſtreſs? The ſhort of the 
wy 


thing is,” that if ke me, and I like yau,' we may 
chance to ſwing in a hammock together.. 
Miss. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
* f. 4 — ou — all. 8 05 
BEN. No, I'm ſorry for that — But pray why are 
you ſo ſcornifat”—— 7 Pye UE 17 # | 
Mess. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, 
one had better not Tpeak at all, I think, and truly 1 
won't tell à lie for the matter. 
BEN. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to 
lie: for to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the con- 
trary way, is as it were, to look one way and to row 
anotbet. Now, for my part Ge tee, Ein for carry- 
ing things above board, I'm not for keeping any thing 
under hatches—ſo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay 
ſo a god's name, there's no harm done ; may-hap you 
may ſhame-tac'd, ſome maidens thof? they love a 
man well enough, yet they don't care to telPn ſo to's 
face: if that's che caſe, why filence gives conſent. - 
Miss. But I'm ſure it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak ſooffer 
thary you ſhould believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, tho? 
one ſhould always tell a lie to a man; and I don't care, 
— father du hat he will; I'm too big to be whipt, 
ſo Plltellyou plainly, I don't like you, nor love you 
at all, Bor nedbtſwall. that's more : ſo, there's your 
_—_ for you; and don't trouble me no more, you 
thin * i; Son 4h nn ln, © %a 71 " | | 
DEN. ook JI young woman, you may learn to 
give good words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye-ſec, 
and civil, —As for your love or your hking, I don't 
value it of a rope's end ;———and mayhap I like you as 
little as you do mit :—-what I ſaid was in obedience to 


father; gad I fear a whipping no more than you do. 


But I tell you one thing, if you ſhow'd give ſuch lan- 
guage at ſea, you'd have a cat o' nine tails laid croſs 
your ſhoulders. Fleſh! who are you? You heard 
Yother handſome young woman ſpeak eivilly to me, of 
ber own accord: whatever you think of yourſelf, gad 


I don't 


— 
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I'don't think you are any more to compare to her, than 
a mn of ſmall beet to a4 bwl of 2 reg Stew 
Miss. Well, and there's a handſome gentleman, 
and a fine gentleman, and a ſweet. gentleman, that was 
here that loves me, and love him. and if he ſees you 
ſpeak to me any more, hell thraſh your Jacketfor:you, 

ne will, ou great Weill, | nov vet wont 


BAN. hat, do ydu mean that fair-weather Bark 


that was here juſt now? Will he chraſh my — fine 
Let'n—letn—But: an he comes near me, may 

may giv'n a ſalt cel for's ſupper, for all that. . 
does father mean to leave me alone as ſoon as I come 
home, with ſuch a dirty dowdy.—Sca-calf! I an't 


_ calf enough tohek your Lchall face, you cheeſe · curd 


von Marry thee”! Gens Pllwarry.a, Lapland witch, 
as ſoon, and hve upon feln: n winds, and 
wietWd veſſels : g i Si 1 
MISS. I won't be call'd 280368, nor L won't be 
abus'd thus, ſo b won t. If I were a man Cries | 
aui durſt not talk at his cee durſt not, you 
N Wk 1 180d on **& vat 1 t 
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N chile 24 Mrs. ola and Mrs, Fain, 


To M190 {1 10% 8 Nt Sit ml 3uil ,cerlvi 
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a, Font. HE Y; have: int gu uſt a8 We 
I 


89 Prob | bY 20d with,s [:37 ey: : no 
"Rex. Tabea Let yvur ſweetheart — 
Het) if "hE11"tak6-'your- part, hour; Tom Eſſence, 
and TH = ſomethingito him; gad Ell lace: his muſk · 


e fo ir Wamake tam ſtink; he ſhall ſmell 
191 2 weaſel than a — afore. 1 ha” dons 
59 


ESN GOV asm 7 1 Y 12 en | * 11 
ne oa me, — the matter, miſs? 
ſhe ery 


Mr. Bemjami COT = 
N b 23 —: Das ow 1s 101 * 


| VBR. De het” cry: the more: ſhe cries, the leſ 


Mie M- de har been: gathering foul weather in her | 


moch and now ir rains out aviher cyrsl d , | 1H 
"Mrs. Fort! Come „ Miſs, come along with me, and 
tel ihe; Pool cd? . oe ie ct 


1% an 5 A 19 A857; T8571 An Mrs. FRA, 


Don e 134 


wr Layk wr Lon... _, 123 
Mrs. FRAIL. Lord, what ſhall we do, there's my 
brother Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon; coming. Siſter, 
do you take miſs down into the parlour, and Þ II carry 
Mr. Benjamin into my chamber, for they; muſt por 
know that they are fall'n out. —Come, Sir, will you 
venture yourſelf with, me? [ Looking kindly on him. 
BEN. Venture, meſs, and that I will, tho” *twere 
to fea in a ſtorm. | | 


S CEN E 1X, 
Sir SAMPSON, and FORESIGHT. , 
Sir Saur. T Left 'em together here; what are they 
+ hv gone? Ben's a briſk boy: he has got 
her into a corner, father's own. fon, faith, he'll 
touzle her, and mouzle her: the e's ſharp. ſet, 
coming from ſea; if he 'fhould not ſtay for 1 
grace, old Foreſight, but fall to without the help of a 
| arſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd I cou'd not be angry with 
Fim ; twould be but like me, a chip of the old block. 
Ha! thowrt melancholic, old prognoſtication; as me- 
lancholic as if thou hadſt ſpilt the ſalt, or par'd thy 
nails ona 1 r cheer up, look about thee ; 
look up old ftar-gazer. Now is he poring upon the 
ground for a * pin, or an old D with 
the head towards him. = 
Fox. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to- 
mofrow EN 4 * 
Sir SAM. Witch all my heart. a 
Fon k. At ten o'clock, punctually at te. 
Sir Same. To a minute, to a ſecond; thou fhalt 
ſet thy watch, and the bridegroom ſhall obſerve its 
motions; they ſhall be marry'd to a minute, go to bed 
to a minute; and when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall 
keep time like the figures of St. Dunſtan's clock, and 
conſummatum eſt ſhall ring all over the pariſh—— _ 


* 


GINA 


; 

F " 

| [To them] SCANDAL, 
| = FOIA DMT tf, WA gd 

4 

* 


Scan. OIR Sampſon, ſad news. 
WY Fore. Blets us! 8 
Dix Saur. Why, what's the matter? 


Sc AN. 


* 


| 
| 
| 
ö 
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Scan, Can't you gueſs at what ought to affli you 


and him, and all of us, more than any thing ele ? 


Sir Sa Mr. Body o'me, I don't know any univerſal 

ievance, but a new tax, or the loſs of che Canary 
Reer: unleſs popery ſhou'd be landed in the Weſt, or 
the French flest were at anchor at Blackwell. 

SCAN. No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Foreſight knew all 


5 this, and might have prevented it; 


Fore. *T 1s no earthquake : = 
SCAN. No, notyet; nor whirlwind. But we don't 


know what it may come to—But it has had a conſe- 


quence” already that touches us all. 
Sir Saur. Why, body o' me, out with it. 
SCAN. Something has appear'd to your ſon Valen- 
tine He's gone to bed upon t, and very ill—He ſpeaks 
little, yet he ſays he has a world to ſay. Aſks for his 
father and the wiſe Foreſight ;. talks of Raymond 


Lully, and the ghoſt of Lilly. He has ſecrets to im- 


art I ſuppoſe to you too. I can get nothing out of 

im but ſighs. He defires he may ſee you in the 
Wenne, but would not be diſturb'd to-night, becauſe 
he has ſome bufineſs todo in a dream. 


Sir Saur. Hoity toity, what have I to do with 
his dreams dr his divination 
trick to defer ſigning the conveyance, I warrant the 


Body o'me, this is a 


devil will tell tim in a dream, that he muſt not part 
with his eſtate, But Pll being him a parſon to tell 
him, that the devil's a liar—Or if that won't do, I'll 


bring a lawyer that ſhall out-lie the devil. And ſo 
Pll try whether my black-guard or his ſhall get the 


better of che day. 


SCENE Ki. 


SCANDAL, Fox ESsLI CRT. 


Scan. A LAS, Mr. Forefight, I'm afraid afl is 


not right—You are a wiſe man, and a 
conſcientious man; a ſearcher into obſcurity and fu- 
turity ; and if you commit an error, it is with a great 
deal of conſide ration, and diſcretion, and-oaution— 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal 


. SCAN. 


1 po ———_ ſ- 5 oo „ „% 


and Sir 8 ampſ. 
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* en; 1 d0 not 
— de N tp 18 8 25 haſt 15 fazer 


afraid; ot ulous epgugh,. Mr. — 
1 5 ELF N as Ge he 222 5m 
well in his affair with you-—But my min = 
me, theſe things cannot be wholly. „ 
are wiſe, and ſhou'd not bs e ee 
you ſhou'd not- 
Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal nonun of rere, 
Sc Ax. You { true, man will err; —11 man will 
err——but = are ſomething more——There have 
been wi 6 but they were ſuch as ou. Men who 
— rs, and were "obſervers of oinehS rr 
Solo ann Ae e hut how i—by his judgment in 
rology— 80 ays Pineda in his ud dock and wid 


aN Vo are leart'd, Mr. Stench 4 ee 
SCAN. A trifler—but a lover el the 2 . 
men of the Eaſt ow d their ĩnſtruction to a ſtar, which 
is rightly obſery'd by Gregory the Great in favour of 
—— y ! And Albertus aghus makes it the moſt 
valuable ſcience, becauſe, . . it teaches us to 
conſider 2 7 cauſution of ea the cauſes of thin 
_ Fox, I proteſt I honour, vu, Mr. Scandat—I d 
nat think yo ou had York read ig the ee 
young men are inchn'd— 
SEA | thank wy ſtars that have inclaw'd 1 me 
But 1 fear 18 5 3 and oh Fking over Lind FR ug 
5 transferring of a n — ng will 
judgements g us. FO it, and You'd 1.580 
ſave whe fate of Caihündra, 5 70 belicy'd Na 
{coping} is Fa 47. what, N n be the cauſe 0 
n by an unuſual vio = 8 


1s ES 
Il fear he ls not a wholly. from wma 8 me- 


wände. at Took as he uſed to do. 
Hom H N always 'of 85 imp tuous 1 
But N triage : hays c Gt ed the ſtars; and 8 

be] Ae es 99570 * 975 Was 


„ Forefigh t, let a not the 
e 1 5 753 5 5 you de 87 nd your Lace N 
ent nor xgainſt your 9H econfe} enge ee {ati 
fy'd that yo You * uſtly,. ay Ry 


og ag . Gg 85 n 
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Scan. You are not ati isfy'd, 1 . loath to 
bw vou But it is {palpable that you are not fa- 
t 

u ne ee, Mr. Scandal ? I think 
T am very well ſatisfy'd. 


Sc Ax. Either you falfer yourſelf to deceive you 
ſelt; or you do not know yourfelf. | 
ORE, Pray explain yourſelf, 
SCAN. Do you ſleep well o'nights ? 
Fore. Very well. 
+ SCAN. Are you certain? You do not look fo. 
'Foxs. I am in health, I think. 


— -— So was Valentine this morning; and lock d 


Fons. How! Am I alter'd any way ? Tdon'e per- 
ecive it. 


SCAN. That may be, beg pope pl og has 
it was. two hours 


wht... 1 Indeed e me. 


SCENE „ 
[To them} Mrs. Fenzsienr. 


Mn. rng. USBAND, will you go to bed? 
it's ten o clock. Mr. Scandal, 5 
your ſervant. 
Sc aM. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my defign 
but I muſt work her into the project. "You keep 
earl hours, madam. _ 
rs, Foxx, Mr. Forefight is pundtual, we fit up 
m_ 2 , lend 
ORE ear, pra me our 8, our 
little looking-glaſs.” ol x gs 0 


SCAN, Pray lend it him madam.- Il tell you be 


reaſon. | She gives bim the glaſs: Scandal and be whiſper:} 
My, paffion for you is 25 ſo violent—that I am 
no longer maſter of myſelf—I was ihterrupted in the 
morning, when you. 7 my e to give me 
your attention, and 1 another 
opportunity of explaining Yn to ew was diſ- 
appointed all this day; and the-uneafineſs that has at- 


ſeaſonable r. 
#7 E Mrs. Foxx. 


9 


tended me ever ſince, brings me now hier at this un- 


J Mos 2 ea. a oo i/1/£/@oc -. . 
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Mrs. Fore, Was there ever ſuch impudence, to 
make love to me before my huſband's face ! I'Il ſwear 
Pl tell him, : 

SCAN. Do, I'll die a martyr, rather than diſclaim 
my paſhon. But come a little farther this way, and 

I'll tell you what project I had to get him out of the 
way ; that I might ve an opportunity of waiting 


on you, r. 
| | [ Foreſight loking in the glaſs. 
Foxx. I do not ſee any revydlution hers ;—methinks 
I look with a ſerene and benign aſpect—pale, a little 
Pale but the roſes of theſe cheeks have been gather'd 
many years z-ha ! I do not like that ſudden fluſhing 
: alread FR, hem, hem! faintiſh. My 
heart is p od; yet it beats; and my pulſes, ha! 
—[ have none—Mercy on me—hum—Yes, here ey 
are——galdp, gallop, gallop, » Sallop, gallop, 
hey ! Whither will they hurry de . Nele t x. 
gone again—And pow Im faint again; and pale again, 
and hem! and my, hem !—breath, hem !—grows ſhort; 
hem ! hem! he, he, hem 7 
ScAN, It takes, purſue it in the name of love and 
pleaſure. _ | | | 
Mrs. Foxs, How do you do, Mr. Foreſight? ' 
Foxx. Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was, Lend 
me your hand. I Fe SAP” 
, SCAN, Look you there now Vour lady ſays, your 
ſleep has been unquiet of late, 3 
ORE, Very likely. | 5 
Mrs. Fox. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to 
tell him ſo He has been ſubject to talking and ſtart - 


your ge 1 r 
228 CAN. And did not uſe to be ſo? 

| Mrs. Fox. Never, never; till within theſe threg 
nights; I cannot fay, that he has once broken my reſt, 


o . 


ſince we have been marry'd, 

SONG, x OR 
CAN. Mr. Fo r our rs. 

He looks better than he did. gore . 
Mrs. Foxe. Nurſe, nurſe? | 

Foxx. Do you think fo, Mr. Scandal? | 
$can. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by morn · 

ing, raking ie if time— 
A hope fo, | | 


Ggz ; ' $CENE 


48 | Lo V for ev 


1 
4 * * 


SALE s 0 EN E An een 
3 Ts des! Nos. 


Mis Fenz.) JVURSE; your maſter is not well 
put him to bed. 

Se xx. I hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in 

the morning—you had beſt take a little diacodion and 

Ents Ag and 11 npon, your b back, may be you 


| oRE, I thank you, Mr. Scandal, n 
| 1 5 haye a watch-ligh bt, a and 7.3 che N of C m- 


Noksx. Ves, Sfr. 27 er 
Fenk. And—hem, hem! I an 8 — 
Sc Ax. No, no, you look much better. a 
"Fore, Do 17 And ꝙ ye hear—bring me, let me 

ſee—within a quarter of N be „hem! Joſt 

wpon the turnin -- ha the tide, Ga die the utinal 

_ I ho 1.85 er the lord of my aſcendant, nor the 

moon will be combuſt; and then 1 may do well. 


Scan. I ho ſo—Leave that vi 3 will exect a 


ſcheme; and T hope T ſhall find 1 and Venus 
in the ſixth hold E 

Fonk. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, kacke that 
wou'd be a great comfort to me. Hen 25 bas 


I” 


* 
- 
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T00D mighty Mr, Farcks Band 
1 wall chghr: Sonjunc- 
tion ;—w *h — — 5 and I are together, 
. Mrs. Fort, Well; and * do you hope te 
make of this project? You 2 think, that . 
ever like to ſucceed 2 ign upon me. . 
* Scan. Les, Sa . . A, better opiaion 
of you and myielf,, than to deſpair... .. . 
rs. Fogg. Did you ever hear ſuch a.,to; 
* devil; do you think any woman, hone; 
474.9 2 8 


Senn. 


E NR un _ dd a©& 
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Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt ;—they'll cheat a 
Jittle at cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 

rs. Fozz. Pſhaw ! but virtuous, I mean. 

ScAN. Yes Faith, I believe ſome; women are vir- 
tuous too; but tis as I believe ſome men are valiant, 
thro! feac—For why ſhou'd a man court danger, or a 
woman {hun pleaſure. 

Ns. F Fore. O monſtrous ! What are conſcience 
and honour ? 

Scan. Why, PAL TE is a p ablic e enemy 3 and con- 
ſcience a N thief ; and he that wou "7 ſecure his 
pleaſure, muft Pay a tribute to one, and go halves 
with Cother, for honour, that you have ſecur'd, 
for you have purchasd a perpetual- opportunity for 
pleaſure. 

8 Foxx, An tunity for pleaſure ! - 

285 AP. our, huſband, a huſband is an oppor- 

eaſure, fo you have taken care of honour, 

=, — 1 leaſt T cen do to take care of conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And to you think we are free for one 
another ? 

Ax. Yes faith, I think ſo; 1 love to ſpeak my 


Ane Fore. Why a? II ſpeak m migd. Now 
as to this affair between you and me. ere you make 
e to me; why, I'll 1 it does not diſpleaſe me. 

our perſon is well enough, and ur — Bae 


EIT Rr na great op opinion of myſelf ; but 1 
I'm neither deform' d, nor a fool. 

. Fokk, But you have a villainons character; 

jou -\ a libertiae in {peech, as well as practice. 

Rn. C I know what you wouzd ſay—you 

ink it more dangerous to be ſeen in converfation with 

me, than to err 1 Tale men laſt favour; 

F e, the Iibert t in talkin is purel 

55 1 b 4 Ue © firſ 


r the ſervice of our ſex. that 


Fries out. ſtop th thief, is oſten e that has ſtobn the trea- 


Lama Ju ler, chat aft by ee and if 

ple e, We'll put a trick upon the world. 
QRE. K- but you Are, ſuch; an, univerſal 
5 2p afraid you have a $7594 0 ny 4997 
Wr, troll u, 1 


\ 
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Se Ax. Faith, I'm found,  . _ 
Mrz. Fox. O, ſie— I'll fwear you're impudent. 
Sc Ax. Pll ſwear you're handſom. 

Mrs. FoxE. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho' you did 
not think ſo. 6 | . | 
Scan. And you'd think ſo; tho I ſhou'd nat tell 
— bak and now I think we know ane another ptetty 


Mrs, Foxx, O lord, who's here? 
[To them] Mrs. Fraft, and Ben, 


has nothing to do with me—Nay, I can't 
ſay that neither; he has N 7. to do with me. 
But what does that fignify ? If fo. be, that I ben't 


minded to be ſteer'd by him; *tis as tho'f he ſhould 


ſtrive againſt wind and tide. | 
Mrs. FKAIL. Ay, but my dear, we muſt keep it 
ſecret, till the eſtate be ſettled; for you know, mar- 
rying without an eſtate, is like failing in a ſhip with - 
out De | a 
BEx. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all 
the world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 
Mrs. FzAiLt, And tho' I have a good , you 
know one wou'd not venture all in one bottom. 
BEx. Why that's true again; for mayhap one bot- 
rom may ſpring leak, You have hit it indeed, meſs, 
you've nick'd the channel. Y 
Mrs. Fxart., Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me 
after all, you'd break my hearrr. 
BEN. Break your heart? Td rather the ine? { 2p 
ſhou'd break her cable in a ftorm, as well as I love her. 
Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe-hearted, like a land- 
man. A failor will be honeft, tho'f mayhap he has 
never a penny of money in his pocket—Mayhap I may 
not have fo fair à face, as a citizen or a courtier; but 
for all chat, Pye as blood in my veins, and 2 


heart as ſound'as x biſcuit.” - © © 
Mrs, Fx 41t. And will you love me always? 42 
6 X# * f 8 


| 


FFESS, I love to ſpeak my mind Futher 


N. 
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Buy. Nay, an I love once, I'Il ſtick like pitch; > 
P11 tell you that, Come, Tu ſing you a ſong of a 


failor. 


Mrs. Fair, Hold, mere 7 my ſiſter, Pl call her 
to hear i 1 
Mrs. Fonz. Well; I won't go to bed to my huſ- 
band to- night; becauſe I'll retire to my own chamber, 
yh think - what Jones ſaid. 1 
AN. Well; ve me leave to wait 
u 8 your chamber 15 and leave N my laſt ins 
ions. 
s 3 Foxx. Hold, here's my l ster coming towards 


: Mrs. but. If it won't! . ou, I'll enter · 
tain you with a ſong. * N 

BEN. The ſon IS s made upon one of dur ſhip's 
crew's wife; our boatſwiin made the ſong, wayne 


you know her, Sir. Before ſhe was marry" the 
call Buxom Joan of Deptford, - 
Mp Sen Irene of her. * 4 [Ben. ſors 


BALL A b. 
a by Mr. Jons Ecclny 


I. 
A ſoldier and a ſailor, 
A tinker and a tailor, - 
\Had once a doubtful ftrife, Sir, 
To make a maid a wife, Sir, - 
' Whoſe name was Buxom Joan, 
For now the time was ended. 
When ſhe no more intended, x 
120 lick her lips at men, dir, 
N the ſheets in vain, Sie, 
Iye 8 Ts: — 
II. 
The abe des like thunder, 
He low d her more than 
And 'd her many a ſcar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, 
| 1 — CT _ * _ ; f 


— EO I I we — 


. V 


| beſt go to bed. For my part, 


Lo vx for L or. | 

The tailor thought to pleaſe her, 

With off ing her Ee jo ot 429] 4. 
* tinker — with mettle, „ 
ö he could mend her Kettle, * 

N „ e up ev'ry leak... - "oi 


« 
. 
Pi 
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—4 Fo it came about, Sir, 


5081 ald all fall our, Sir; 175 
le e. might play his dart. 3 | 


d £2, as he meant, Sir, 
89 Steen * Ale Sir, * 


© APs en be let AT .a34 
a Awixt lin 8 17 2 
bs hat, AM Fg fair maid Ie ci 


20 70 on of 209: x7 mer 


+4_ 3 


6 ſome of our crow that - carne to ſee qe are 
not gone, you ſhall ſce, that we ſailors can dance 


ſometimes, as well as other fplk hiftles.} 1 war- 
rant that bringe em, an they boi in ee 


2 * » fEntet'Sedmen | 


Oh here they be—and fiddles along with 'em; come, 
my lads, let's have a round, and make ng Dance. 

BEN. We're merry folksg!'we dailars we han't much 
to care for. Thus we heat ſeaz eat piſcuit, and drink 
flip; put on a clean ſhirt once ſa quartet ce home, 
and lic with our Jaadladies.onee.e heat, get rid of a 
little money; and then Ee 2 —_— wind. 
How dye like us? 


Mrs. F RAIL., Oh you are he happieſt men ie 


* 


men alive. Sell 243 wii 


lid 
Mrs. Fonk. Wore, vaholden, ror "9 — BT for. 
this entertainment. I believe it's late. 


BRN. Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had 


N 8 A can 
and 1 ee Lo RN N may- 


hap I 
| bir Feng wy MW Nn e wd den ze to bed 


and dream tod ** F 13. 72 „ning a3: V4 


* | Scax. 


Ms tw of Þ ot Xa 


Make ble 


W E LL, is your maſter ready; does he look 
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Scan. Why faith, I have a good lively imagina- 
tion; and can dream as much to the purpoſe as ano- 
ther, if I ſet about it: but dreaming is the poor re- 
treat of a lazy, hopeleſs, and imperſect lover; tis the 
lat glimpſe of love to worn-out ſinners, and the faint 


dawning of a bliſs to wiſhing girls, and growing boys, 
There's nought but willing, waking love, that can 
{ the ripen'd Wals and finiſh'd man. 


End of the Tulip Acer. 
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ACT IV. $6 BENE I. 
VaLENTiNE's Lodgings. 
SCANDAL and JEREMY, 


SCANDAL, 


\ 


madly, and talk madly ? | 
” *. JER. Yes, Sir; you need make no great 
doubt of that; he that was ſo near turning poet yeſter- 
day morning, can't, be much to ſeck in playing the 


- madman to-day... 


Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with 
the reaſon of his deſign? _—_ 

-; J= Rx. No, Sir, not yet; —he has a mind to try, 
whether his playing the madman, won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe, has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 


 $Scax. I ſaw her take coach 2 now with her 


pa z and think I heard her bid e. coachman drive 
* ma Nevw #5 13454 n 3 . 
Ixx. Like enough, Sir, for I told her maid this 


morning, my maſter was run ſtark mad only for love 
of her miſtreſs; I hear a coach ſtop; if it ſhould de 
Vor. I. c Hh ſhe, 
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ſhe, Sir, I believe he would not ſee her, till he hears 
how ſhe takes it. | 

Sc ana Well, Pl try her—tis ſhe, here ſhe comes, 


SCENE HW: 
[To them.] Avoz L re A, with IxVNV. | 


AXG. R. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a 
M novelty, to ſee a woman viſit a man at 
his own lodgings in a morning ? 

Sc Ax. Not upon a kind occafion, madam. But 
when a lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd lover, 
and make manifeft the cruel triumphs of her beauty, 
the barbarity of it ſomething ſurprizes me. 

Ax. | don't like raillery from a ſerious face pray 
tell me what is the Aar v1 8:24 

ER. No ſtrange matter, madam ;' my maſter's mad, 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your ladyſhjp has thought him fo 
a great while, n 

Ax. How d'ye mean, mad? 1 

Jer. Why faith, madam, he's mad for want of his 


wits, juſt as he was == for want of money ; his 


head is e'en as light as his pockets; and any body that 

has a mind to a bad bargain, can't do better th to 

beg him for his eſtate. bind Br ar 4 

Ax d. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at 
T ESI, Do N 

AHfide. 


wit is very unſeaſona . BE 
Se Ax. She's concern'd, and loves him. 
AxG. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me 


, 


5 
ty 'of 
ſo much inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for à man 


I muſt own myſelf ob to tell me truth.” - 
SCAN. Faith, madam, I with telth 


ſucceſsful on. 


— * 


A8. L 1 know nr what to thipk=—<Yet 5 


ſnon'd be vert re à trick on me- May 4 
not ſee imp) ts has rye 


* * 1 


_ Scan. Pm afraid the phyſician is not willing you | 


ſuou'd. ſee him yet—Jerewy, go in and enguire.” 


* ds es. JF # 
- is # = W& © * 
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mend the matter. But this is no new effect of an un- 
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S CEN E II. 
SCANDAL, ANGELICA, JENNY. | 


ANG, A! I ſaw him wink and ſmile—T fancy 
tis a trick—Pl try I would diſguiſe to 
all the world a failing, which I muſt own to you—I 
fear my happineſs depends upon the recovery of Va- 
lentine. Therefore I conjuse you as you are his 
friend, and as you have com upon one fearful 
of affliction, to tell me what 1 am to hope for I can 
not ſpeak —— But you may tell me, tell me, for you 
know what I wou'd aſk ? | | 
SCAN. So, this is pretty plain—Be not too much 
congerned, madam ; I hope his condition is not deſ- 
perate : an acknowledgement of love from you, per- 
haps, may work a eure; as the fear of your averfion 
occahon'd his diftemper. bz 4's 
ANG, [464] Say you ſo; nay, then I'm eonvinc'd; 
and if I don't play trick for trick, may I never taſte 
the pleaſure of revenge— Acknowledgement of love! I 
find you have miſtaken my compaſſion, and think me 
guilty of a weakneſs I am a firanger to. But I have 
too much ſincerity to deceive you, and too much cha- 
rity to ſuffer him to be deluded with vain hopes, 
Good nature and humanity oblige me to be concern'd 
for him; but to love is neither in my power nor in- 
clination; and if he can't be cur'd without 1 ſuck the 
iſon from his wounds, Pm afraid he won't recover 
5 ſenſes till I loſe mine. 
Scan. Hey, brave woman, I faith—Won't you 
ſee him then, if he deſire it? | | | 
Ax. What fignify a madman's defires? Beſides, 
*twou'd make me uneaſy—If I don't ſee him, perhaps 
my concern for him may leſſen—If I forget him, tis 
no more than he has done by himſelf; and now the ſur- 
prize is over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry as I was 
Se Ax. So, faith good- nature works apace; you | 
were confefling juſt now an obligation to bis love. 
ANG. But I have confider'd that paſhons are un- 
reaſonable and inyoluntary.; if he loves, be can't help 
it; and if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than 
he can help his being a Hr. or I my being a woman; 
4 or 
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or no more than I can * my want of inclination te 


Kay longer here Come, Jenny. 


? 


rennen. 


— 


SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


Sc. UMH!——An admirable compoſition, 
4 faith, this ſame womankind. 

| ms What, is ſhe gone, Sir? | 

Sc Ax. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any 


where elſe; nor | don't know her if I ſee her; nar 


you neither. | 3 PA ; 
 JzR. Good lack! What's the matter now? Are 
any more of us to be mad? Why, 8 


ir, my. maſter 
longs to ſee her; and is almoſt mad in toad earneſt, 


with the joyful news of her being here. | 

ScAN. We are all under a miſtake—Aſk no queſ; 
tions, for I can't reſolve you; but Ill inform your 
maſter, In the mean time, if our project ſucceed no 
better with his father, than it does with his miſtreſs, 
he may deſcend from his exaltation of madneſs into 
the road of common ſenſe, and be content only to be 
made a fool with other reaſonable people. I hear Sir 
Sampſon. You know your cue; I'll to your maſter, 


2248-0 WE. . 
Jazzy, Sir SAMPSON LEGEND, with a Lawyer, 


Sir Saur. XE ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the 
5 Tt ou fign'd with his own hand. 
Bock. Good, Sir. And the conveyance is ready 
drawn in this box, if he be ready to fign and ſeal. 
Sir Saur. Ready, body o'me, he muſt be ready: 
his ſham fickneſs than't, excuſe him—O, here's his 
ſcoundrel. Sirrah, where's your maſter? 
In. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 
Sir Same. Gone! t, he is not dead ? - 
ER. No, Sir, not dead. ; | 
ir SAMP. What, is he gone out of town, run 
away, ha! has be trick'd me? ſpeak, varlet. 
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Jex. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he 
were but as ſound, poor gentleman, He is indeed 
here, Sir,- and not here, Sir. | 

Sir Sa My. Hey day, raſcal, do you banter me? 
ſirrah, d' ye banter me—Spegk fixrah, where is he, for 
I will find him, 

Jer. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt him- 
ſelf. Indeed, Sir, I have a moſt broke my heart about 
him—I can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir: 
I'm as melancholy for him as a paſling bell, Sir; or a 
horſe in a pound. | | 

Sir SAMP. A pox confound your ſimilitudes, Sir— 
Speak to be underſtood; and tell me in plain terms 
= the matter is with him, or I'll crack your fool's 

ull. | [Ri 
Ixx. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter with 
him, Sir; his ikull's crack'd, poor gentleman ; he's 
ſtark mad, Sir. Ht NY 
Sir Same. Mad! 

Buck. What, is he non compos 5 | 

— Quite non compos, Sir. | 

Buck. Why then alls obliterated, Sir Sampſan, if 
he be non compes mentis, his act and deed will be of ng 
effect, it is not good in law. | | 

Sir SAMye. Oons, I won't belieye it; let me ſee 
him, Sir—Mad, I'll make him find his ſenſes. 

Jer. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; I'll knock at 
the door, | Goes to thy ſcene, which opens. 


8 CE NE. VL 


Sir SAMPSON, V ALEYTINE, Sc 2 
and LAwYER. (VALENTINE upon a Couch diſ- 
orderly dreſs'd.) ; 


Sir Saur. OW now, what's here to do? 
I VAL. Ha! Who's that? Starting. 
Se Ax. For heav'n's ſake, ſoftly, Sir, gently; 
don't provoke him. | 
Var. Anſwer me; whois that? and that? 
Sir Saur. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he 
miſchievous ? I'll ſpeak gently—Val, Val, do'ſt hau 
not know me boy ? Not know thy own father, Yo! 
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I am thy own father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram, 
the lawyer. 

VAI. It may be ſo—1.did not know you—the world 
is falt—There ate people, that we do know; and peo- 
ple that we do not know; and yet the ſun ſhines upon 
all alike—There are fathers that have many-children, 
and there are children that have many fathers——tis 
range! but I am Truth, and come to give the world 
the lie. 

+ Sit Sar. Body 0'me, I know not what vo f to 
im. 

VAL. Why does that lawyer wear black Does 
he carry his conſcience without- ſide Pat Jars what 
art thou? Doſt thou know me? 

Buck. O lord, what muſt I fay ?—Yes, Sir; 
Va. Thou lieſt, for 1 am Trot,” "Tis hard 1 
cannot get a livelihood _ vou. I have been 
fworn out of Weſtminſter-hall the firſt day of eve 
term—Let me ſee No matter how long But I'll tell 
you one thing ; it's a queſtion that would puzzle an 
arithmetician, if you ſhonld aſ him, whether the 


Bible faves more fouls in Weftminſter--Abbey, or 


damns more in Weſtminſter-hall : for my part, I am 
Truth, and can't tell ; I have very few acquaintance, 
Sir SAME. Body ome, he talks - ares __ mad- 
neſs —Has he no intervals ? 
# ww Very: ſhort, rs ic 
ek. Sir, I can do you no ſervice whils he's] in 
this condition: here's your paper, Sir He may do me 


a miſchief if I ſtay Ihe n is ready, Sir, if 


he recover his ſcnſes, 


5 s. e E NE VI. 


bir 1 VALENTINE, So ben, JexeMY, 


bir Saur. F232: „hold, don't yon go yet. 
Scan, You'd better let him go, Sir; 
and ſend for hins if there be occafion'z for I fancy his 
preſence provokes him more. 
Var. Ts the lawyer gone > Tis well, then we ma 
rink about without er May gether b the ears—heig 
. ket What a clock | 10 t? by ! Fe? Your blet- 
hog, Six- 2 «3 HY 3 a 


"Wo SAMP, 
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Sir Sau. He recovers—bleſs thee, Vat——How 
doſt thou do, boy? 

VAL. Thank you, Sir, — well —I have been a 


little out of order ; won't ſe to ſit, Sir? 
Sir Saur. Ay, boy- — thou ſhalt fit down 
by me. - 


VAI. Sir, "tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Saur. No, no, come, come, ſit thee down, Va 
neſt Val. How doſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe— 
Oh, pretty well now, Val. Body me, I was ſorry 


to ſee thee indiſpoſed : but I am i; thou art better, 
honeſt Val. 


VAL. I thank you, Sit. 
Sc AN. Miracle ! the monſter oy loving. JU. 
Sir Saur. Let me feel thy Hand again, 
does not ſhake—I believe thou canft write, Val. ha, 
boy d thou canft write thy name, Val. Jeremy, ſte 
and avertake. Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte bac 
with the conveyance=qquick—quick. 


Lr whifer ts Jeremy. 


. SCENE VIII. 


Sir seurlon, Verzurmr, SCANDAL. 


Scan, H Ax ever I ſhould ſuſpe& ſuch : 22 | 
1 then of any remorſe! 
is SAMP. Do'ſt thou know this paper, Ii“ ? 1 
know thon' rt honeſt, and wilt perform article. 
Shews him the paper, bur holds it out of his reach. 
Var. Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it fo far 
off, dee I ext" ll whethe? 1 know it oro q 
Sir Sa MP. See it, boy ? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſtſce 
it—tis thy own hand, Vally, Why, let me ſee, I 
can real} it as plain as can be: Look you here {reads 
Tbe condition of this obligation—Look you, as plaia 
as can be, ſo it begins And _ 8 the bottom As 
witneſs my hand, Valentine Legend, in great letters. 
Why, et as plain as the nok . — — s face: What, 
are in eyes better than thine ? I believe I can 5 it 
farther off JOE me ſee. 
| Seretches hit A as for as he can. 
Vai, Will you pleaſe. to let me hold it, Sir? 
Sir Saur. 
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Sir Saur. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou -ay, with 
all my heart What matter is it who holds it) What 
need any body hold it? — I'll pat it up in my pocket, 
Val. and then no body need hold it, f Puts the paper in 
his pocket] There Val. its fafe enough, boy But 
thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haft ſet thy hand to 
another paper, little Vall. 


„ $a:G EN E K. 
[To them] IRE with Buck RAM. 
VAI. NI HAT, is my bad genius here again! 
: Oh no, tis 28 with an itching 
palm; and he's come to be ſcratch'd—My' nails are 
not long enough Let me have a pair of red hot tongs 
quickly, quickly, and you ſhall fee me aft St. Dun- 
ſtan, and lead the devil by the noſe. "a 31 
. Buck. O lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture 
myſelf with a madman, 


CT INS I 
"Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


VAI. 


+. Six Saur. Oons! What a vexation is here! I 
know not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 
VAI. Who's that, that's out of his way 7—lI am 
Truth, and can ſet him right Harkee, friend, the 
ſtrait road is the worſt way you can go He that fol - 
lows his noſe always, will very often be led into a 
ſtink. Probatum eff. But what are you for? Religion 
or politics? There's à couple of /tapics for you, no 
more like-one another than oil and vinegar; and yet 
thoſe two beaten together by a ſtate- cook, make ſauce 
for the whole nation. 53 504 bl ho elt; 

Sir SAMP. What the devil had I to do, ever to be- 
get ſons? Why did I ever marry ? „ 

2 I 7 : VAL, 
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Var. Becauſe thou wert a monſter, old boy! 
The two greateſt monſters in the world, are a man 
and a woman, What's thy opinion ? . 

Sir Sau. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two 
monſters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a 
man and his wife, 

VAL. A ha! Old Truepenny, ſay'ſt thou ſo: thou 
haſt nick'd it But its wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. 

. What is, Sir? 


AL. That grey hairs ſhou'd cover a green head 


and I make a fool of my father. What's here! Erra 


Pater: or a bearded ſybil ? If Prophecy comes, Truth 
muſt give place. 


ST CC & SS 20 


Sir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, Mrs. FoxE- 
| SIGHT, Mrs, FRAIL. | 


FoRE. W w he? What, did he pro- 
pheſy ? Ha, Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! 
How are we ? 

Sir SAMP, Are we? A pox o'your prognoſtication 
Why, we are fools as we uſe to be Oons, that 
you cou'd not foreſee, that the moon wou'd predomi- 
nate, and my ſon be mad—Where's your oppoſitions, 

our trines, and your quadrates ? What 'did your 
— and your Ptolome tell you? Your Meſſahalah 
and your Longomontanus, your harmony of chiro- 
mancy with aſtrology. Ah! pox on't, that I that 
know the world, and men and manners, that don't be- 
lieve a ſyllable in the ſky and ftars, and ſun and alma- 
nacks, and traſh, ſhould be directed by a dreamer, an _ 
omen-hunter, and defer bufineſs in expectation of a 
lucky hour; when, body o'me, there never was a 
lucky hour after the firſt opportunity. 


BW $5 3% Jo 


SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, Mrs. ForxesicuT, Mrs, 
| FRAIL. 285 


Fore. K H, Sir Sampſon, heav'n help your head 
| — This is none of your lucky hour; 

nemo omnibus horis ſapit. What, is he gone, and in con- 
Vol. I. Ii tempE 


— 
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[ 


Nempt of ſcience ! Ill ſtars, and unconvertible igno- 


rance attend him, 2 41 
SAN. You muſt excuſe his paſſion, Mr. Foreſight z 
for he has been heartily vex'd—His ſon is non campos 
mentis, and thereby incapable of making any convey - 
ance in law; ſo that all his meaſures are diſappointed, 
Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? | 
Mrs. FRAIL, at, has my ſea-lover loſt his an- 
chor of hope then ? [ {fide to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fort. Oh fiſter, what will you do with him? 
| Mrs. FRAIL. Do with him, ſend him to ſea again 
in the next foul weather—He's us'd to an — 
element, and won't be ſurpriz'd to ſee the tide turn'd. 
Fore, Wherein was 1 miſtaken, not to foreſee 
this ? 3 | I Conſiders. 
SCAN. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething 
elſe, that he did not foreſee, and more particularly 
relating to his own'fortune. | Aſide to Mrs. Forefight. 
Mrs. Fox E. What do you mean? I don't under- 
ſtand you. | | | 
SCAN. Huſh, ſoftly—the pleaſures of laſt night, my 
dear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. | 
Mrs. Foxes. Laſt night! and what wou'd your im- 
pudence infer from laſt night? Laſt night was like the 
night before, I think. © - | | | 
Se Ax. S'death, do you make no difference between 
me and your huſband ? 3 
Mrs. ng Not much 
you are mad, in my opinion. 
SCAN. You make me mad—Y ou are not ſerious— 
Pray recolle& yourſelf, | „ 
Mrs, Fog E. O yes, now I remember, you were 
very impertinent and impudent—and would have come 
to bed to me. 1 . | | 
' SCAN. Anddid not? 
Mrs. Foxx. Did not! With that face can you aſk 
the queſtion ? *- | & 


SAR. This I have heard of before, but never be- 
liev'd. I have been told, ſhe had that admirable qua- 
lity of forgetting to a man's face in the morning, that 
ſhe had lain with him all night, and denying that ſhe 
had done favours with more 1inpudence, than ſhe cou'd 
grant em — Madam, I'm your humble —_ and 
> >< v-.0 » dp b ; r onour 


he's ſuperſtitious ; and 
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honour you.—Y ou look pretty well, Mr. Foreſight, — 
How did you reſt laſt night? | 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was fo taken up with 
broken dreams and diſtracted vifions, that I remem- 
ber little, | 

SCAN. Twas a very forgetting night. But would 

ou not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may under- 

and him; I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething 
myſterious in his diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather 
think him inſpir'd than mad. 

Fore, You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, 
Mr. Scandal, truly—I am inclining to your Turkiſh 
opinion in this matter, and do reverence a man whom 
the vulgar think mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs. FRA I.. Siſter, do you ſtay with them ; I'll 
find out my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and 
come to you, O'my conſcience here he comes. 


Ss CANE. MM 
Mrs. F RAIL, BEN. 


BEN. A LL mad, I think—Fleſh, I believe all the 
| calentures of the ſea are come aſhore, for 


Mrs. FRAIL. Mr. Benjamin in choler ! 
BEN. No, I'm. pleas'd well enough, now I have 
found you—Meſs, 1 have had ſuch a hurricane upon 


your account yonder.— 


Mrs. FRAIL. My account, pray what's the matter? 
BEN. Why, father came and found me ſquabbling 
with yon chitty-fac'd thing, as he would have me 
marry — ſo he a{k'd what was the matter. He aſk'd in 
a ſurly ſort of a way (It ſeems brother Val. is gone 


mad, and ſo that put'n into a paſſion ; but what did I 


know of that, what's that to me?) - So he aſk'd ina 
ſurly ſort of manner—and gad I aulwer'd*en as ſurlily. 
What tho'f he be my father, I an't bound 'prentice 
to, *en :—ſo faith I told'n in plain terms, if I were 
rainded to marry, I'd marry to pleaie myſelf, not 
him : and for the young woman that he provided for 
me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her ſam- 
pler, and make dirt-pies, than to look after a huſ- 

a band; 
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band; for my part I was none of her man.——T had 
another voyage to make, let him take it as he will. 

Mrs. FRAIL. So then, you intend to go to ſea 
again? 

BEN. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you——but I 
wou'd not tell him ſo much So he ſaid he'd make my 
heart ache; and if fo be that he cou'd get a woman to 
his mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, fays I, an you 
play the fool and marry at theſe years, there's more 
danger of your head's aching than my heart. —He was 
woundy angry when I gav'n that wipe.—He had'nt a 
word to ſay, and ſo I left'n, and the green girl toge- 
ther; mayhap the bee may bite, and he'll marry her 
- himſelf, with all my heart. > 

Mrs. FRAIL. And were you this undutiful and 
graceleſs wretch to your father ? | 

Bex. Then why was he graceleſs firſt—If Tam un- 
dutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did 
not get myſelf. - | 

Mrs. FRAIL. O impiety ! How have I been miſ- 
taken! What an inhuman mercileſs creature have I 
ſet my heart upon? O I am happy to have diſcover'd 
the ſhelves and quickſands that lurk beneath that 
faithleſs ſmiling face. 

BEN. Hey toſs! What's the matter now? Why 
you ben't angry, be you?? 

Mrs. FxAIL. O ſee me no more—for thou wert 
born amongſt rocks, ſuckled by whales, cradled in a 
tempeſt, and whiſtled to by winds; and thou art come 


forth with fins and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a 


moſt outrageous fiſh of prey. | 

BEN. O lord, O d ſhe's mad, poor young wo- 

man, love has turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite 
overſet. Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to 


3 4 * 
rs. FRAIL. No, no, I am not mad, monſter, I 


am wiſe _—_ to find you out.—Hadft thou the im- 
udence to aſpire at being a huſband with that ſtub- 
orn and diſobedient temper ?—You that know not 
how to ſubmit to a father, preſume to have a ſufficient 
"ſtock of duty to undergo a wife? I ſhou'd have been 

finely fob'd indeed, very finely fob'd. 
BEN. Harkee forſooth, if ſo be that you are in your 
" Fight ſenſes, d'ye fee ; for ought as I perceive I'm ou 
; & 
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be finely fob'd—if I have got anger here upon your 
account, and you are tack'd about already.—What 
d'ye mean, after all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking 
my cheeks, and kiffing and hugging, what wou'd you 
ſheer off ſo ? wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 
Mrs. FRAIL. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go 
which way you will. 
BEN. What, are you falſe-hearted then ? 


) 

L 

Mrs. FRAIL. Only the wind's chang'd. 

? BEN. More ſhame for you—the wind's chang'd ? 
2 
r 


—lIt's an ill wind that blows no body good—mayhap I 
have a good riddance on you, if theſe be your tricks, 
hat did you mean all this while, to make a fool of 


me ? 
d Mrs. FR AIL. Any fool, but a huſband, 
BEN. Huſband! Gad, Iwou'd not be your huſband, 
- if you wou'd have me, now I know your mind ; tho'f 
d you had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f I 
lov'd you never ſo well. 
A Mrs. FRAIL. Why, can'ſt thou love, Porpuſs ? 
1 BEN. No matter what I can do; don't call names 
d don't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I 
at did—I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf miftreſs :—let them 
| marry you as don't know you :—Gad I know you too 
V well, by ſad experience; I believe he that marries 
you will go to ſea in a hen-peck'd frigate I believe 
rt that, young woman—and mayhap may come to an an- 
2 chor at Cuckold's-Point ; ſo there's a daſh for you, 
ne take it as you will, mayhap you may holla after me 
a © when I won't come to. | | 
Mrs. FRAIL. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't——My 
o- true love is gone to {cam— | Sings. 
te | | 
to b 
| r 
= 
n- Mrs. FRA IL, Mrs. FoRESIOGEHr. 
b- | 
ot Mrs, FRAIL. Siſter, had you come a minute 
nt ſooner, you would have ſeen the 
en reſolution of a 8 Tar and I are parted ;— 
and with the ſame indifference. that we met: O'm 
"ur life I am half vex'd at the inſenſibility of a brute that 
ke I deſpis'd. Fay 
be 


3 Mrs. Forks. 
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Mrs. Foxs. What then, he borg it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs. FRAIL. Moſt tyrannically—for you ſee he 
has got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken maid 
am left complaining on the ſhore. But 111 tell you a 
hint that he has given me : Sir Sampſon 1s enraged, 
and talks deſperately of committing matrimony him- 
felf.—If he has a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't 
do it more effectually than upon me, if we could bring 
it about. | 
Mrs. Fort. Oh hang him old fox, he's too cun- 
ning, beſides he hates both you and me.—But I have 
a project in my head for you, and I have gone a good 
way towards it. I have almoſt made a bargain with 
Jeremy, Valentine's man, to ſell his maſter to us. 

Mrs. Fx a1. Sell him, how ? 4 
_ Mrs, Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and 
Took me for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body 
for her that he impoſes on him. No I have promiſed 
him mountains ; 1f in one of his mad fits he will bring 
you to him in her ſtead, and get you marry'd toge- 
ther, and put to bed together; and after conſum- 
mation, girl, there's no revoking. And if he ſhould 
recover his ſenſts, he'll be glad at leaſt to make you 


a good ſettlemeft——Here they come, ſtand aſide a 


little, and tell me how you like the deſign. 
S E EN E XV. 


Mrs. FoxksIohT, Mrs. FRAIL, VALEXTI xx, 
SCANDAL, FoxksICHT, and JEREMY, 


8c AR. A ND have you given your maſter a hint of 
their plot upon him? [To Jeremy. 

Jer. Ves, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and miſtake 
her for Angelica, 

SCAN, It may make us ſport. 

Fore. Mercy on us! 

Var. Huſht—lInterrupt me not I'll whiſper pre- 
dition to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſy ;—I am Truth, 
and can teach br a new trick I have told thee 
what's paſt—Now Pl! tell what's to come ;—doft thou 
know what will happen to-morrow ?—Anſwer me not 
—for I will tell thee. To-morrow, knaves will ye 
> . ro? 


co 
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thro? craft, and fools thro? fortune; and honeſty will 


go as it did, froſt- nipt in a ſummer ſuit, Atk me 
queſtions concerning to-morrow ? 7 


Se AN. Aſk him, Mr. Foreſight, 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court ? 
VAL. Scandal will tell you ;—I am Truth, I never 


come there. 


Fore. In the city? 

VAI. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, 
at the uſual hours. Yet you will fee ſuch zealous 
faces behind counters, as if religion were to be fold in 
every ſhop. Oh things will go methodically in the 
city, the clocks will ſtrike twelve at noon, and the 
horn'd herd buz in the Exchange at two. Wives and 
huſbands will drive diſtinct trades, and care and plea- 
ſure ſeparately occupy the family. Coffee-houſes will 
be full of ſmoke and ftratagem. And the cropt pren- 
tice, that ſweeps his maſter's _ in the morning, 
may ten to one dirty his ſheets before night. But 
there are two things that you will ſee very ſtrange ; 
which are wanton wives, with their legs at liberty, and 
tame cuckolds, with chains about their necks. But 
hold, I muſt examine you before I go further; you 
look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a huſband ? 

' Fore. I am married. | 

VAL. Poor creature! Is your wife of Covent- 

Garden pariſh ? | | 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the Fields, | 

VAL. Alas, poor man; his eyes are ſunk, and his 
hands Abriveltd : his legs dwindPd, and his back 
bow'd ; pray, pray, for a metamorphoſes—— Change 
thy ſhape, —_ ſhake off age ; get the Medea's kettle, - 
and be boiPd a-new ; come forth with lab' ring callous 
hands, a chine of ſteel, and Atlas ſhoulders. Let 

Taliacotius trim the calves of twenty chairmen, and 
make thee pedeſtals to ſtand ere& upon, and look ma- 
trimony in the face, Ha, ha, ha! that a man ſhould 
have a ſtomach to a'wedding ſupper, when the pigeons 
ought rather to be laid to his feet, ha, ha, ha, 

; Nas. His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

SCAN. I believe it is a ſpring tide. 

Fore. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe 
matters—Mr, Scandal, 1 ſhall be very glad to —_— 
03s v3 + 8-4 „ 4 , 7. ns with 
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with you about theſe things which he has utter'd.—, 
His ſayings are very myfterious and hieroglyphical. 

Var. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my 

eyes ſo long? q : * 
ER. She's here, Sir. 
rs. FORE, Now ſiſter. 

Mrs. Fx ail, O lord, what muſt I ſay ? 

Scan. Humour him, madam, by all means. 

Var. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her——ſhe comes, 
like riches, health and liberty at once, to a deſpairing, 
ſtarving, and abandon'd wretch. Oh welcome, = 
come. 

Mrs. Frail, How d'ye, Sir? Can I ſerve 
ou ? * 

Var. Harkee ; I have a ſecret to tell you—Endy- 
mion and the moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Latmos, 
and we'll be marry'd in the dead of night. — But ſay 
not a word. Hymen ſhall put his torch into à dark 
lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give 
her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling 
tail, and Argus's hundred eyes be ſhut, ha? No bo- 
body ſhall know but Jeremy. 

Mrs. FxA1L. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall 
be done preſently. 

VAL. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither 
—cloſer—that none may over-hear us; — Jeremy, I 
can tell you news ; -Angelica is turn'd nun, and * 
turning fryar; and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite 
of the pope—Get me a coul and beads, that I may play 
my part For ſhe'll meet me two hours hence in black 
and white, and a long veil to cover the project, and 
we won't ſee one another's faces, till we have done 


ſomething to be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluſh 


once for all. 


n I. 
[To them] TATTLE, and ANGELICA, 


IxR. P'LL take care, and 
bo I VAI. Whiſper. 
Ax. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you 
{poll my defign, for I intend to make you my > 
: | . ATT, 


„ 


fuhren ö 
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n 
P 
by 
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h 


you 
ent. 
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Tarr. But, madam, to throw away ybur perſon, 
ch a perſon! and ſuch a fortune on a madman! 
ANG. I never lov'd Him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any body ſqaqa. 1 
8e an. ow's. this! Tattle making love to An- 
elica ! dn mil 240.2: af 8 
l TATT.: Tell, madam! Alas you don't know me 
I bave much ado to tell your ladyſhip, how long I have 
been in love with — eficourag'd by the impoſ- 
fibility of Valentine's making any more addreſſes to 
you, I have ventur'd ta declare the very inmoſt paſſion 
of my heart. Oh, madam; look upon us both. There 
you ſee the tuins of a poor decay d creature Here, a 
complete and lively figure, with youth and health, and 
all his five ſenſes in perfection, madam, and to all 
this; . the. moſt paſſionate lover > "WE 
Ax. O ſie for ſhamey hold your tongue: A paſ: 
ſionate lever, and five ſenſes in perfection! When you 
are as mad as Valentine; I'll believe you love me, and 
tha maddeſt ſhall take me. | | 
VAI. It is enough. Ha! who's here?? 
Mrs. FRA1t: O lord; her coming will ſpbil all. 
/ : .. [To Jeremy» 
Je. No, no, madam, he won't know her; if he 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him; | | 
Vay. Scandal, who are theſe ?. foreigners! If they 
are, I'll tell you what I think Get away all the 


* 


7 
* 


company but Angelica, that I may diſcover my de- 


ſign to 904 | q [ bi - 
SCAN. I will—I have diſcover'd ſomething of Tat- 
tle, that is of a piece. with Mrs: Frail: He courts 
Angeliea ; if we cou'd contrive to couple em together 
—Hark'ee—— Y 3 
Mrs. Foxx. He won't know you, coufin, he knows 
nobody. £1 2.087 I 4.4 
F 2 But he knows more than any body——Oh 
niece; he knows things paſt and to come, and all the 
profound ſecrets of time. ragt ct 
TATT. Look you, Mr. Foreſight, it is not m 
way to make many words of matters, and ſo I ſhan'r 
ſay much—But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will held you a 
hundred pound now, that I know more ſecrets than he. 


| Vor. I. K k FoRE, 
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Fox. How! I cannot read that knowledge in your 
face, Mr. Tattle— Pray, what do know ? 

Tarr. Why, d'ye think V1 tell you, Sir! Read 
it in my face? No, Sir, *tis written in my heart; and 
fafer there, Sir, chan letters writ in juice of lemon, 
for no fire can fetch it out. ] am no blab, Sir. 
Va. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily 
bring it about.— They are welcome, and I' tell 'em 
ſo myſelf. [Te Scandal. What, do you look ſtrange 
upon me ?— Then I muſt be plain. ¶ Coming up to them.] 
Jam Truth, and hate an old acquaintance with a 
new face. '' FScandal goes afide with Jeremy. 
Far. = know me, Valenine? 

VAI. You! who are you? No, 1 hope not. 

Farr. Lam Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Var. My friend, what to do? I am no married 
man, and thou can'ft not he with my wife: Iam very 


poor, and thou can ſt not borrow money of me: then 


what employment have I for a friend. | 

TAaTT. Hah ! a good open ſpeaker, and not to be 
truſted with a ſecret. 2 K 41 

Ax. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

VAI. Oh very well. | | 
Ax. Who am 1? | | 

VAL. You're a woman—One to whom heav'n gave 
beauty, when it grafted roſes on a briar. You are 
the reflection of heav'n in a pond, and he that leap 
at you is ſunk. You are all white, a ſheet of lovely 
ipotleſs paper, when you firſt are born; but you are 
to be '{crawl'd and blotted by every gooſe's quill. I 
know you; for I lov'd a woman, and lov'dher ſo long, 
that I found out a ftrange thing: I found out what a 

woman was good for. | a 

Tart. Ay, prithee, what's that ? 

Var. Why, to keep a ſecret. 3 
Farr, O lord! | 
VAL. O exceedin good to keep a ſecret: for tho 
ſhe ſhould tell, yet ſhe's not to be believ'd. 

TArr. Hah ! good again, faith. 


Vr. I would have mufic—Sing me the ſong that 
8 21 alm 
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I tell thee Charmien, could 1 time aner, 
And could again begin to lo andlive,” 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt off ring 6 „ 
I know; my eyes would lead my heart — 
And I ſhould all my vows and oaths renèew, 
8 n 1 W Neger ns" | 


For b ur weak and weary + warts: 3 tad, 
Love to. centre . mt aſſign'd; J 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind. 
HI ben never let us chain what ſhou'd de. 
But for relief of either ſex agre:: RA 
Since women love to 1 885 and ſo 2 0 we. 


N 


Jr em PIL Sir. ['To Scandal. 

CAN, Mr. 1 ori we had beſt 0 him, He 

may grow out and do nad F149 
es 2 T will egteh by 


Tens. to Mrs. Foal 1 Youll mm Low adam I 
Take care every ſhall, be ready. 
Mrs. Fx ct «By ou ſhalt — 9 thou wilt, in 
Dor, 1 1 ny 
Tarr, Madam, Aal T ae wait upon 13 r. „ Ang. 
Ax. No, Th ſtay with him Mr. Scandal wall 
protect me. at, My. Tattle- defires you woyld 
Bye 7 — "Fit en ef 
TAT T. Pox on't, there's no coming off, ers E 
as ſaid that Paz eg will you do me the honour 
AT PIE Mr Tarle might have us 'd | leſs cere- 
Wony. 4 


9 * 
— % # 


Kkz 8 CENE 


L ov K ﬆ: Love. 


86 by ; "XVI, 


Axqgytich,” 4 Adin SCANDAL. 


PMN wy 


and beeguſe I had 
* 
ter reaſon, Which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for 


Se AW. Jing Mac as Ti 
AN. 40 g 
. con — 274 
Pa- Hallu: or blyodl = 
* N. adam, I. am yery: gd that . 
is Vrenpsvee, forcid Jou to acknowle dge a a Tindneſi 
155 * which you deny'd to all his ſufferings 


my dlicitations. So I leave him to make uſe of 
on diſcovery ; and Toe Boyſhip to the free confeſſion 
of your inelinatiana - 
Ax. On erw a,] pon vont leave me alone with 
a madman ic; i1 lo $5115 3; HW (1 

Sex. No, madam n 3 PH only. level madman to 


his remedy. 1 85 ** oct? 4 
TW ons 5 1 JS" TY £43 ©5 4-4 ILIW te 2 aie 
8 C E N E XVIII. 
u ws IP ohnen we Tow an 97 
bn eee Vererkesk, 


ec) YI 


MH” "mt 
Var, ADAM, 
75 Lo ee f 
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* Ay, bye if Fd don't fit | you," yi be ba Fa. 
&: You ſee what dif] ifeg love a us 12 s 
fave beth in eginterterted ſhipes for the fame 

wer and the diwinc part of me, my mind, has 

wort dag ment of sag dd a e ap er only 
the llave of Jove, and“ mene Tea! of our 

Rear. * Den 

Ae. Mey fone how Kettle poor 2 

IV xx. Nay faich, now let us under amd one ano- 

ther, eng a art—The "ge draws toward an 

end, and let us think of leavin ing, and be our- 

elves ; ; and fince you have — you muſt own, 1 

ave at engin. deſerv'd you Bent confeſs it, 


ANG, 


*% — * . 
1 r — . Ow RO 


aA 


omen” WO YI” 


ab Ro 4 


* 


| ſeeming madneſs has deceiv 


4 
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Ang. S. 297.1 r would” I had lov'd 'you—for heay? n 
knows I 9 you; a od "could T have foreſeen the bad 


| effekts, 1 wow'd flak triven; but that's tod late. 


Sighs, 
VII, What fad ers at's too leb 
J fat 


her, and procur d 
e to think of means to reconenle Fa to him; 


arid preſerve the right of my, F e 0 his eſtate; 


which otherwiſe LA articles, I muſt*this morning have 


Tefign' d: and pr Had inform'd you of to- da but 


you wery © vas betore f- new. you had been here: 
ANG." How! T though t Your love of me had caus'd 


this tranſpo rt in your 100 1 Lohich, it ſeems, you ped 
<ounterfetted ; for by mercenary ends, and fordid in 


tereft— 
VAL. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any i 


tereſt was confider'd'it was yours; fince 1 thopght I 


wanted more than love, to make me worthy of you.. 


. on pete 


AnG. Then you thought me mercenary But how 
am I deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with 
a madman ? 

VAL. Ob, 'tis barbarous, to miaderſtand| me 


s e E N n 
[To them} ann 


Ax. H here's a reaſonable creature ſure he 

will not have the impudence to perſevere 
Come Jeremy, acknowledge your trick, and con- 
fels, our maſter's madneſs counterfeit, 

ER. Counterfeit, madam ! I'll maintain him to be 
as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeholder 
in Bethlehem; nay, he's as mad as any projector, fa 
an chymiſt, lover, or poet in Europe. 1 

VAX. Sirrak, ou lie; N. not mad. 

Ax. Ha, ha, ha; you fee he denies it. 

Jes. O lord, madam, did you ever know any mad. 
man mad enough to own it ? 

VAI. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 

AnG. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 
Jer. Yes, madam ; he has intervals: bur you ſe 
he begins to look wild again now. 


VAL. 
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VAI. Why you thick-ſkulb'd raſeal, I tell yoy the 
arce is done, N . will be mad no : t 
fi ANG, 12 b 1. — he mad, or Ear, Lay * 


IX. Partly win k—for he * no Cow Wks own 
mind two N ſure e i jun POW, in the 


numour to : and I. ave. + wh Bagg. him 
55 en at, tas 9 7 JAE there.! knacks. 
you-ſot, Em ve en, MT Aa 


LDN Es > the ane; rr en): * 
wt 74 muy &d not think you ha 0 3pp aſd enough 
to be exceptions : but madmen ſh emſelves mo 
by oyer-pretending 1 to a ſound ade Ranging ng; as drun- 
| ken men do by over-actia ety ; I was half 1 in- 
<clinang to believe Jeu, till | accidentally touch*d upon 
your tender part : but 50. you have reftor'd me to 
my former opinion and comp one, 
| . Jes. Sir, your father has ſent · to know if you are 


3 tter Jet Wil you a to be . Sir, or 
. Wee: You know | y of all I'm 


4 muſt or the confeffion o 15 enſes; I'm 
will | be.mad to every body but this lady. 
i oh ay he very backfide of truth—But ly- 
ing is a figure in f cc, that interlards the greateſt 
part of my. conxe Madam, your ladyſhip's 
Woman. 


SCENE, þ - "MG 
e 8 ENV. ; 
4085 Wie. have you been there k- — 5 m 
Ixx. Yes, madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon von 


preſently. L {fide to Angelica. 
N VAL. Vou are not leaving me i in this inde aac 


r Uncertainty and expectation axe the joys 
of life curity 1s an 15 56.7.5 ing, aud the over- 


taking and poſſeſſing of * diſcovers the folly of the 
chaſe. We let us know on one another 9 the 
aſure of a maſquerade is done, when wo come to 
1ew our ſaces 3 ; but n tell you two Tings * 1 
cave 


Ax. Woy'd any thing but a madman complain of 


Lo vH for Lo vz. 258 


you are mad, and don't know it. * 


leave you; I am not the fool you take me for; and 


S: G. E N. E XN. 
VALENTING, JEREMY, | 


VAI. ROM a riddle. you can expect nothing but 
a riddle, There's my inſtruction, and the 
moral of my leflon. 


ER. at, is the lady gone again, Sir? I hope you 
3 another be ore me went. W . 

VAL. Underſtood! She is harder to be underſtood 
than a piece of Ægyptian antiquity, or an Iriſh ma- 
nuſcript; you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and 
not improve your knowledge: 

Jer. I have heard 'em ſay, Sir, they read hard 
Hebrew books backwards; may be you begin to read 
at the wang end, 

VAI. They fay ſo of a witch's prayer, and dreams 
and Dutch almanacks are to be underſtood by con- 
traries. But there's regularity and method in that; 
ſhe is a medal without a reverſe or inſcription, for in- 
difference has both fides alike. Vet while ſhe does not 
ſeem to hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it 
be poſſible, in ſpite. of the opinion of my fatirical 
friend, Scandal, who ſays, : 


That women are like tricks by flight of hand, 
Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand. 


End of the Fouarn Aer. 
4 By | 
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A Room in Forxes1GhT's Houſe, fi 


Auerlie l hd IE V v. 
An nee | 


mY aw i? - e. 
- ANGELICA. . -2 


Wo 18 Sir Sampſon? Did you. not tell 


. £4 OP 


me, he would be here before me? 
TY, Jew, He's at the great glaſs in the dining- 
room, madam, ſetting his ctayat and wig. 
Axd. How! I'm glad oh't—If he Has a mind I 
ſhould like him, it's a fign he likes me; and that's 
more than half my deſign. ay = Sai | 


- Jen. Thear him, madam. FLIRT 
Axd. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd 
come, or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. . | 


© © 


AXGELTCA, Sir SAMPSON. 


Sir Saur. T Have not been honour'd with the com- 
mands of a fair lady, a great while—— 
odd, madam, you have reviv'd me—not fince I was 
five and thirty. -' QI. 0, 075 329 K 
| . Ax. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, 
= | Sir Sampſon, that is not long ago. 
| Sir SAMP. Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great 
1 ; to a man that admires a fine woman, as much 
as 1 do. 
ANG. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Sampſon. . 
Sir SAMP., Not at all, madam: ods- bud, you wrong 
me; I am not ſo old neither, to be a bare courtier, 
only a man of words: odd, I have warm blood abont 
me yet, and can ſerve a lady any way Come, come, 
let me tell you, you women think a man old too ſoon, 
faith and troth you do——Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; 
Wale gl. in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch contemp- 


ANG. 
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Aub. Fifty a  contemprible age ! not at all, a very 
Fable 88 I think -I aflure you, I know yery 
conſiderable beaus, that ſet a good face upon fift 
fifty ! I have ſeen fifty in a ade bon, . candle. I ie, 
our. bloſſom five and twenty. 

Sir SaMe. Outſides, Gn; a pize ede 'em, 
mere outſides: hang your fide-box beats ; no, I'm 
hone of thoſe, none © your forc'd trees, that greed 


to bloffom in the fall; and bud when they ſhould bring 
LE forth fruit: I'm of a Toog-liv'd race, and inderit ts 
gours none of my anceſtors, marry,d. ? till fif 
| ey begot ſons and daughters till ourfcore* Tam 2 
ß your. patriarchs, I, a branch of one of your” Antide- 
% luvian families, fellows, that the flood could not walfh 
away: Well, madam, what are your commahds? Has 
8 any young rogue affrocited you, and mall Pear his 
. throat? . 0 JUD mia a 
| Ang. No, Sir, "708 pſon, T”tave no en up 
- my hands——T have more bccaſion for 


than your courage at this time. To tell you the wow, 4 
I'm weary of living fingle, and want 3 hufhand. 
Sir Samy, Odſbud, 104 785 pity > + o ſhould 


27 5 — _ wov'd like me, on'd hampe 
oun : odd, wou'd by wou'd; Fiche ah 
ſhe's deviliſh handſome: 5 vi ; 
deſerve a good huſband, "ences ity- you ſho 

F, be thrown away upon any 01 theſe' young idle — 
= about the town, he te $ er. 2 fellow 

worth hanging chat is a young ie on 

'em, the 2 think before hand f of any ching 
ly and if they commit matrimony, tis as they commit 

murder; out of a frolick : and are ready to hang 
-_ themſelves, or to be hang'd by the law, the bent morn- 
h ing —odſo, have a care, madam. a 

AnG, Therefore I aſk your ien Sie lacy 
| I have fortune enough to make any man- eaſy at I 
8 can like ; "Be there were ſuch a thing as a young agree - 
24 able man, with a reafonable ſtock of nature and 
* ſenſe—for I would neither have an olute wit, nor 
*. a fool. | 1 
. - ir dar. Odd, you are bard 10 find, . 
N to find a y fellow chat is neither a wit in his own - 
£ eye, nor 7 fu in nf oft word, is very hard 
ä * Wer. 1 . * talk, 
Go : 
3 
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74-1 — 85 Odfbud, you. FA en eart ; 
hate, a wit 17 ALL [ among em; 
LAN hon de UU. * :dito. 5 Wit 
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wit run him out . his money, and n TYOS 
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pn Wo war Tore 5 ove.it. 
dong gut it 
mne e Rauch 
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. Gadzogoks; a 1 58 in Senons colttivagce F 
of 1 were to g sg with ' . But why muſt 


the 8 only be 5 ſeemingly carry'd on —0 d, let 


* 5 A 8.8 8 85 


fie, Sit Samplon, "what 7 the world 


2 
Auer Yay; 2 ths} * fi, yok 4 wie 
womah, "and L 4 happy mag. Odd, Kalos f 1.4075 
ybu as long as a I live ; And leave you 4 good Nint. 
ap + I * 8 
NG at is not in your r, Sir Samp- 
ſon ; for Ales Valentines one fler h. raſelf in bis | 


ſenſes, he muſt make TH. his EET pd to his youn- 
ger brother. 


Sir SA 5 bi Per re cunning, à wary, * ga 
| 50 h : Sp 
50 5 hav 135 5 12 . te be WT in your of 


1 8 re 00 turn the ee 
a | 4 {nes BAD of 01 r tuo bodies Vet 
(Bud let us find childten, and PIT find an 2 


ANG. Will you ? Well, do 5 you find Wks? FP 


1 ö the, *other to nie 
Bax 1˙1 FH "And will 
70 5 17 5 1 en? a Tor 2 


| concerning this 
Mo 05 1 1 15 5 id v ft tr P packe. 
Het ith a den Wege iw with me, 
a fie yen the bo oo mal coffult Fr 
IT conſutt'a TTY odzooks I'm Ce 

* Safi Pm a yo vs man, and PU make it ap 
pea 99 0 i bg e Ken 154 
troth' c y indſorne; a m oung, 
and Ph 15 ce buffy; you was w & 
chuſe, ar 2 dd, I think we re yery well 
1 gie me vt Y odd, let me Ki t; tis 
as Fever > 3 bas, other hand 
1 SE me 75 17 id r wamble em, 2 
mt ill t 


ey melt in outh. 
00 Nd i ei ben Nose erte ur you 
fd. r before your time?: vo ſpend ybur eſtate dee 


ou come ro it. 
L 1 2 Sir SAur. 


ee 
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ov SAMP. No, no, only 81 you a rent - roll of 
ſſeſſions — Ah! pagg ae gk 2 for lit- 
ampſon: odd, Sarapian's a very good for an 
Wie fellow : er. 'Samplons Were Krong dogs | rom the 
inni | | 
a NG. 1 a — and yok WN our part— 
0 ember 8 e name, 
pale wy old houſe me — head at E. 
Sir Saut. Say you fo, huſſy ?——Come, let's go 
then; odd, I to be . too, 5 4 — 


"A here's ede y egmigg- 


14 


55 S E N m. 
rs, Mise. 


Taxr. T3 t that ſhe, g gone out juſt nom? 

IR. Ay, Sn, he's Juſt going to the 
place of intment, h Sir, if you are not, very 
aithful and cloſe in this Tage. you'll certainly be 
the death pr a-perſon that has a qo ROT 
Roſſo for your honour's ſervice, 

Arr. Ay, who's that? 44 
Jen. Even my unworth ſelf, N N 
——— be fed 4 your ro 

e now, Sir, grmer maſter, hav 
troubled the 8 bf his underſtanding, 1 a very 
— occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at the 

of your bounty I thought I could not recom+ 
te my yl better to you, Sir, than by dhe deliye 
of a great bea une znto your arms, W 
[ have beard 2 enen: 
- Tarr; . ke oh hy fortune 3 fax ſay no more—Thou 
art a pretty fellow, and canſt carty a meſſage to a la- 
dy, in a pretty ſoft kind F phraſe, ugg * a good 


rſu accent, * | 
Jun, 855 ja have the ſeeds of rh toric and oratory 
| in my head have been At Cambridge. 
IArr. Ay; tis well 8 for a foryant to be 
bred at an univerfity: but W ducation is a little too 
pedantic for à gentleman. 1 me {TO are n in 
your napule, private, cloſe, ka? 2 
TY 
lk 


Love for Love: 201 


Jen, O Sir, for that Sir, *tis my chiet talopt 3 Fm 
as ſecret as the head of Nilus. 
. Tarr. Ay? who's he tho? ? a privy! counſellor? 
Jzx. O ignorance ! [Aue] A cunning Agyptian, 
Sir, that with his arms would over-run the cquatry, 
yet nobody could eyer ſing out his head - quarters. 
Ta rr. Cloſe dog ! good whorematter, \ war- 
rant him The time — ni Jun lica 
will be -yeil'd like a nn; 3 and mult be like 
a friar; ha, Jeremy? 
ku. Ay, Sir Eooded ne a hawk. 10 feine at ct 
A uarry. It is the whim of my maſter's 
— 8 tQ = 0 irewd 2 and ſhe ſo in love vich him, 
ſhe' Il comply with any chi to pleaſe him. Poor la- 
dy, I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, w when 
ſhe finds what a happy exchange, ſhe has made, baren 
a madman and fo accompliſh' ntleman. 
Tarr. Ay faith, fo ſhe will, Jeremy's you're 2 
friend to her, poor creature I wear 1 do it 
dly ſo 1 in conſideration of myſelf, as com- 
to her. 
IR. Tis an act of charity, Sir, to ſave a fine wo- 
man with thirty thouſand pound, from throwing her- 
away. 


TATT. So 'tis, faith might have ſav'd ſeveral 


others in my time; but I "= ky I could never had an my 


heart to marry any body 

Jer. Well, Sir, on go and tell her m maſter's 
coming; and meet you. in half a quarter of an hour, 
with your diſguiſe, at your own lodgings. You muſt 


talk a little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of 


your voice. 


Tarr. No, no, let me alone for a counterfeit ;— 
Tu be ready for you. 


enn. 
Tarruz, Miſs Pave, 


Miss. Mr: Tattle, are you here! I'm glad I 
ye found you; I have been looking up 

and down for you like any thing, till I'm as tired as 

any thing in in the world, . | | 7 


/ -- TAYTY; 
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n I get nd of this fo6kſh 


a 
ed O have news, F can tell 3 ire 
news—I * not x the feaman ni 
ſays fo. b . ene be my bulband? x fake fa 
ou ore me, iy vou — % AU: And 41 


Gs — ao, bord 


wy Tia you db fo? Ani abe 
vo we. did ace "I 8 ban. 
t was 7, wid, Ivy 
child Tree been aſlee 

La wheſe figirt, ant not ſo en a 
the matter- . 
q ＋ Pin, — tht Wee ky, 
M but your father win refl you'd 


„child O fic; what, we wa 
hoo one —_ now=-Pſhaw, that would 


4 6H. 


ny 
told [65 child} © » 
WO 7 Wh 
—— 


indeed. Pie, "he, te a woman now. wh ft 

think of __ Wan morning, and t iin 

my night—No, no, to marry is to ud again, 
12 5 the rr fig | 


„ 
al, but do eme n Way 
dd fk nig — ö N 0 * 
Tr r. * child, bt Neve be | 


Miss: No! Ves bur i would thougn 
Fr. Pau, but I tell you, —— 
Vou for et you're a woman, don't, know your 


own min 


8 But here's my father, ud he eur my 
mind. 


1 2 
4 — 


8 C E * E 9 

t.. them] FoxYsromr. | 
Tal, 0 TERRY 

Mr. t Four rvant \ + ho 


* cloſe: man. but methinks yo ve ta 
1 23 was a ſebi 101 truſte 


7 
ron 


Imi cht haye 
rr had you a mind to try oP re cou NY id Mor yo 
N * 


J 
4 
1 © 


1h HH r= =& ld tf re fad 


Lav x for Love; 25z 
by my art—Hum, ha! 1 think there is ſomething in 


vs phyſiognomy, that bas a reſemblance of her; and 
the girl is like me. 


Arr. And ſo ou wou'd infer that you and I are 
ahke—W hat does 4 Pg mean? 'P|l:banter him, 
and laugh at him, a0 lea im. Lat] I fancy you, 
have a w notion e 

Fore; dow? wh notion! ſo? 
TAr T. In the way of art: I ve ſomo taking fea- 
tures, not obvidus to — eyes, that art indications 
of a ſudden turn of g fortune, in. te lottery of 
wives; and promiſe: A great beauty and great — 
7 _ —＋ by x private ang des doſing 
cret from the piercing eye icui ; Fork 
aden ; and ike. finiothomſelvens: _ 


Fo. How! IL will: make: that what 
ſay.s impoſtible. NN Fon 
beg your paxdon, . I'm NY 


Tarr. Sir, I: 
"Tarr. To 1. marry'd, Sir, marry A. 1; 
_ Foke. Ay, but pray take me along: uso * 
TArr. No, Sir; 'tis to be done Peieately-I. ne 
ver mabe confidents. / 
Fox. Well; but m conſent, Lmean—You wort. 
marry my daughter without my conſent?: 
Tar. Who: I, Sir? I'm 2 abſolute" ranger e 
you and. your daughter, S - 
Fore. Hey day! What time of the 50 N 0 pe 
Tarr. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. 
I have no more; love for; your daughtery than I have 
likeneſs of you; and I have a ſecret in my — which 
Jon s be g lad. to know, and-ſhan't know. and yet 
u ſhall know it too, — rl for't afterwards. 
A, ve yqu-to.;know,. Sir, that ART as 
ce 1 ** as ſecret Ky And iI“ —— 
to 10 85 un Done yet. * ry knawot i an 
hour 1 de lap * tos for mes and — 
khr 0 Ni yet— 05 f a og 9.7 yourrl, know,, 
vou, Joye to untie diffic Or if Ui can't ſolye 
ra im here a —— Ken. 39; eee 
SIO: 26 N 7 ws i: 
en | 0 w + 10 EN E. 
| od 26-6 TIS 


t IAI ai le 
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 Forzeront, Miſs Pave: | 


Le" \ Father, why will you let him go E Won't 
you make ham to be my huſband ? 

Form. on us, what do theſe lunacies por- 
tend 7 Alas ! he's mad, child, ſtark wild. 

Miss. What, and muſt hot I hare cer a huſband 
then? What, muſt I go to bed to nurſe again, and be 
a 1 as ſhe's 3 woman? Indeed — 1 
won or mind is ſet upon a man, I will 
have a man — bo por other. Oh! methinks I'm 
fk Nhe I-think:of à man; and if I can't have one, I 

wou'd go to ſleep all my life: for when I'm awake, it 
makes me wiſh and long, and I don't know for what 
— — Pd rather = always aſleep, than fiek _ 

-* — O fearful.! ! 1 Wink the girl's influenc'd two 
Hoy, vou ſhall have — rod. 

Miss. A fiddle of a rod, I'll have a huſband ; and 
if- vou won” an me one, I'u get one for myſelf: Pl 
marry our Robin the butler; he ſays he loves me, and 
he's, Arwek ranger and ſhall ba my huſband: I 


warrant he'll be my 7 boſband, and chank me yas for 


he tobſma.{o.” 


: ren i ' 


_— * * N E Ys l oa. 


„ e 4 


- Wen AL, Mrs, Foresronr, nd Nox. | 


1D he fo-—PN diſpatch nim for't pre 
ſently ; rogue! Oh, nurſe, come hi er. 


Fore: 


Nota What is _ 8 As leaſure? 
- Foxe,' Here le | {s, and lock her 


ral ,*tilt farther Se ha me—Not a word, 


what I bid you, no reply And 
obiri make ready to give an e s pla 


— linen, d'ye hear, be gone when I bid ye. et” l 


Mrs. Foxx. What's the matter, huſband ? 
Fox. 'Tis not convenient to tell you now—Mr. 
Scandal, heay' n 755 us all in our 2 fear chere 


- 


* 
- 


9 * 9 
- 
| 1 L * — , 
» 4 


—_ . 
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3» a contagious frenzy abroad, How does Valen- 


tine ? 

Se Ax. O Hope he will do well again- 
meſſage from him to your niece Angelica. 

Fore. I think ſhe has not return'd, ſince ſhe went 
abroad with Sir _— N K . why are you — 


—1 have 2 


gone? 


s EN vn. 


* 


Fon zsichr, SeANDAL, Mrs. — Bowe. 


Mrs. Fore. ERE's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell 
H us if his father be come home. 
Ben. Who, father? ay, he's come home with a ven- 
geance. Ms 


Mrs. Foxx. what's os ? 

Bex. Matter! , he's mad. 5 

Foxx. Mercy on . I was afraid of this. | 

Bx. And there's the handſome youn wes, ſhe, 
as 14 ſay, brother Val. went mad for, Thie's 8 mad too, 
I thin 

'Forz. O ny, r niece, my poor niece, is the 

ne too? Well, 1 ſhall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore, Well, but how mat? how d'ye mean? 
Bx. Nay, I'll give you leave to N Wander- 
take to make a voyage to Antegoa hold, I 

n't ſay ſo neither But PN fail as Fat as te ghorn, 

1 back again, before you. ſhall gueſs at the matter, 
and do nothing elſe; meſs, Jon may take in alt, the 
points of the com paſs and not hit right. 

Mrs, Fonz. Your experiment will dale up too 
much time. 

BEN. Why then I'll tell you; there's a new wed- 


ding Yon the ſtocks, and . two are eig to be 


marrie 


; "Scan, Who? _ 
BEN. father, 4c young woman. Te can t 


hire of her wn Bag 


Scan. Angelica? | _ 


BIN Ns Ys fame, NT WE 
ORE. Sir Sampſan and Aube impoſſible? 

112 That may be por I'm fure it is as Trelf you, 

Vor. *. Mm Sc Ax. 


— 


266 _ Hora if Learns 
Scan. Sdeath, it's a jeſt. I can't believe it. 
BN. Look you, friend, it's nothing to me, whe- 
| ther you believe it or no. What: L ſay is true; d'yc 
ſee, they are married, or juſt going to be married, I 
Foxx. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not 
lunatic ? —_ 
BEN. I don't know what you call madneſs . But 
ſhe's mad for a huſband; aud he's horn mad, I think, 
or they'd ne'er make a match together Here they 


„ 


380 EN . 


[To them) Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, BUCKRAM. 
Sir Same. XI HERE is this old ſoothfayer ? 
7 ö this uncle of mine clect? . 
old Forefight, uncle Foreſight, wiſh me joy, uncle 
Foreſight, double joy; both as uncle and aftrologer ; 
here's a conjunction that was not foretold in all your 
Ephemeris—The brighteſt ſtar in the blue firmament 
A ſhot from above in a jelly of love—and fo forth; 
and I'm lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you're an old 
fellow, Foreſight; uncle I mean, 57 old fellow, 
uncle Foxeſight; and yet you ſhall live ta dance at m 
wedding ; faith and troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have 
the mußic of the r r thee, old Lilly, that we 
with and thou ſhalt lead up a dance in via lass. 
ox. I'm thunder-ftruck ! You are not married 
do my niece? Hoy . 
Sir Saur. Not abſolutely marry'd, uncle; but very 
near it, within a kiſs of the matter, as ou. ſee, 22 


- 
*” 
* 
* 
— 


Sir Saur. That he ſhall, or I'll bur bis obes— 
Ill make him thy 


As, "Tis very fros indeed, uncle; 


XS. 
89 1 


. 
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SCENE X. 


Sir SAMPSON,” ANGELICA;' Fyxgsichr, Mrs. 
Wees n, * 


Mrs. Forx. # | IIS! is 'S op ring 


Sir Sa pn. How ! what does hy 
aunt ſay ? — Wn aunt ?. not at all, for a young 
couple to make a match in winter ? not at alt—It's a 
plot to undermine cold weather; and deſtroy that olur- 
per of a bed call'd a warming-pan.. 
„Ms. Forz., Jm glad to we you have fogmnck' fir 
* 2 ir Sampſoͤn. 
Bx. Meſs; I fear his 's little e 
der; may-hap it will only ſerve to licht up a match 


for ſome body elſe. The [young Woman's a handſpme 


dane Womans I can't deny'it: -butfather, 164 might 
be x0 Jul E 


ſame thing, as 1 ſo be you ſhould: at 
Far as the hts, without proviſion, 2738 
Sir Saur. Who gave you authority. to en fer- 
rah? To element, *ſh, be mute, fifh, aud 0 ſea, 
rule your helm, firrah, don't dine me. 
BER. Well, well, take vou care o we enkel, 
dr you. mayn't keep your new veſſel 9101 
Saur. Why, you impudent — 1 Sirrah, 
* yon bring your Forecaſtle jeſts upon your father:? 
ut 85 — be even with you, I won't give you 4 groat. 
thingean r the conveyance ſo worded, that no- 
can vol bly deſcend 15 this ſcoundrel 7 I would 
much as have him have the proſpecꝭ of an eſtate; 
there were no . c t it. bur bythe 
.north-caſt Paſlage,. 10 
Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to o your 
there is the leaſt cranny-of the law unſtopt. 
EN 


wyer, I believe there's many a — 


leak unſtopt in your conſcienee If fo be that oꝗhad 
pump your boſom, I believe we: ſhou'd-diſeover a 
Foul ho They ſay a witch will ſail in a fieve—But 


J believe the devil wou'd not venture aboard 0⁵ our 


Conſcience. , Ang * for you. 


Mms 4220. 


N 
1 
; 
1 
[4 
"I 
\ 
my 
k 


ilot in this caſe, . you howld not marrq her. 


direAions; 


D— 
— 


— — _— — 
——̃ E—— TIT» 
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Sir Saur. Hold your gd, Vary How now, 
who's here? F S | 


9 * "i = o . „* 


8 CE N E XI. 


ADA H3 | | 


[To them] TALTLE and Mis. Palin, TH 
— Fan- Siger, the! hoſt luck die; 
| 0 "Mrs. Forts,” What's the matter? 
64 Tar. 0 —— v moſt eee 2 creatures 
in che world ane 

FokE. Bleſs us! bow I? 2 9 4125 
Mm. FAZ. Ah, Mr. Tattle and 1 foot ar 
To and I are—l can't ſpeak it ou. 
Tar. Nor E=But Poor Mrs. * —.— 
Mrs. Fu art. Married. "w N of 
Mas Fort eMaredy- how? od 
ach TRIS, 2 8 new where we e were 
That villain e of es, trickt 
S Jo 
| ORE. „vou me * 
in haſte to be — 267 ed 80 

Ad. Bot believe "Mr. Traue meant the fayour 
for me, I thank him. 

Pare, I did 4 Nope 0 be wah des um 
intentions were good But this is che moſt cruel thing, 
to one does not know how, not why, nor where- 

0 he devil — if ever I was fo uck. con- 

| —— any ching in ny life. 
Ae. Tis ve anhappy, if you doc care for one 
another. 

Parr. The lerſt- in the world That is for 
part I ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the lea 
chought of Hou kindneſt——1 never lik'd an 
_ in my life; Poor woman! Gad Pm ſorry for her 

for I e o reaſdn to hate her neither; but I 
deines ſhalb lead her a damn'd ſort of à life. 

rs. Foxz. He's ſy than no hufband at all— 

the he's a coxcomb. Id Mrs. Frail. 
Mrs. FRAIIL ts her. Ay. ay, its well it's no worſe 
"Nay, for iny part, I always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of 
all · things; nothing but his being my huſband could 
have made me like him leſs. 


TATT, 


bd * 
eee 


= - 


r 


E 


ae 


and aſk your 5 
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' TxtT. Look you there, 1 thought as much - Pox 


on't, I wiſh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't be- 
lieve any of this company wou'd ſpeak « it. 


Mrs. FRA IL. But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the 


parſon and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 


TArr. Ay, my dear, fo they will, as you ſay, 
Ax. O you'll agree very welf 1 in à fittle Gas; 


cuſtotm will make it eafy to 5 


Tax r. Eaſy! Pox on t, 1 don” t believe T ſhall 


| flee to-night. 


ir Sar. Sleep, quotha! No, why vu woulTive 
ſleep & your wedding night ? Pm an older fellow than 


you, and don't mean to ſleep. 


Ben. Why there's another match now, as tho#” 2 


couple of privateers were looking for 'a prize, and 


mould fall foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the 
oung man with all my heart. Look you, friend, if 


| may advice you, when ſhe's going, for that you n — 


I have. experienee of her, when-ſhe's goi 
let — — For. no matrimony is tough enough to 


her, and if ſhe can't dra Fe her anchor along with her, 


ſhe'lt break her cable, can cell "you that. Who's 0 


hers? the —_— 


Vttvttin, Seluna, Sir br rem, Fart 
Lie A, FoxESIGHT, Mrs. FoxtsicnuT, TATTLE, 
Mrs. FAAIL, BzN, Par Deka An. 450 


o, here's th the fool; and if occaſion be, rn 
7 * it under my hand. | 
Sir Saur. How now ? 


VAI. Sir, Pm come to acknowledge my errors, 


Sir Sur. What, have you found your ſenſes at 


1aft then 9 18 good tiine, "Bir. 


VAL. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diftraRted. 
Foxx. How! not mad [ Mr. Scandal. 


Se AN. No really, Sir; 3. Pm his NES”! it was al 
counterfeit, 


VAL. I thought I had reaſons—But it was a poor 


contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch, 


2 | Sir. SAur. 


* 


| love to me; Ny, 
muſt pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have 


8 right, to diſpoſ 
-. FOAMP,, 
13 
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Sir _ Contrivance,.. what to cheat, me? po 
„cheat your father! Sirrah, could you. hope to proſper ? 
WY AL. Joi IL tho ght, Sir, when the father en- 
deavoured to. unde che n, it was a reaſonable return 
en, N — Si If B * 
Sir SAM. V ir uc m, are ou 
N 2— Come, YE will you fign and ſeal? __ , 
AL. If you pleaſe, Sir; bur ark I would Alk-this 


ogy one queſtion, 
ir SAMP, Sir, you muſt aſk me leave fiſt ; that 
e Sir; vou ſhall. aſk chat lady no 1 1 
10 yon have alk'd her bleſhog, Sir; "that 
be my wife. 
* I have heard as much, Sir ; but Iwo Abave 
asf her own mouth. 
Bu ater, That's as much as to ſay, I hs, Sir, and 
aun bolieve what I fay og end. { 
Var. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect chat I very 
how counterincter cited madncls; I. don't know but the 
ma 
ir 255 Com, chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; 


Come, comes Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 
ver. Here it is, Sir, with the all is ready, 


1 to = 
And. 'Tis 22 have a great while pretended 


at if you were ſineere ? ſtill you 


e of m ee dir r F 
Sir Saur. 


plot, ' Sie ? and your con- 
1 now Ky Wi — ſign, Sir? woe? 
on Hg and ſeal}. ... 

1 With all my heart, Sir. 

' SCAR. Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to . 
yourſelf ? 

Var. I diſappointed. "of my only hope ; 
"and he that loſes ope may part with any thing, I 
N valu'd. fo but as it was ſubſeryient to my 
. — ure, and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this lady; 

1. made many vain attempts, and Find at laſt —ç 

ng but my ruin can effect it : which, for that rea- 
* * will fign r the paper. 
NG. 6 5 * | di 4. 
ve 


e\ 
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Var, But where is the ich I am 
obliged to fign this? 2 "FD 

Buck, Sir Sampſon, yon have it. I 
Ax. No, I have it; and Pl uſe it, as I wou'd 
every thing that is an enemy to Valentine. . 

do [Tear the paper. 

Sir Samy. How now! ws 5 5 

VAL. Ha! | &, 

ANG. Had I the world to give yon, it cov'& not 
make me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion: 
here's my hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtrug- 
gled very hard to make this. u trial of your vir» 
tue. | To Val. 

Var. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am loft 
— But on my knees I take the blefling. | 

Sir Samy. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 

Bzx. Meſs here's the wind chang'd again. Father, 
you and I may make a voyage together now. 

Axe. Well, Sir Sampſon, fince Þ have plaid you n 
trick, I'll adviſe you how you may avoid ſoch another. 
Learn to be a good father, or you l never get a ſecond 


wife. I always lov'd your fon, and hated your unfor- 


giving nature. I was reſolv'd to try him to the ut- 
moſt ; I bave try'd you too, and know you both. 
You have not more faults than he has virtues; and tis 


hardly more pleaſure to me, that T can him and 
myſelf happy, than that I can puniſh you. r 

VAI. If my happineſs cou'd receive addition, this 
kind ſurprize wou'd make it double. 

Sir Saur. Oons you're a crocodile, 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 
Sir Saur. You're an illiterate old fool, and Pm 
another. | | 7 " 
Tarr, If the gentleman is in diſorder for want of 
2 wife, I can ſpare. him mine. Oh are you there, Sit? 
I'm. indebted to you for my, bappihen. [To Jere. 

Ixx. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand pardons, *twas an 
errant miſtake—— Y ou ſee, Sir, my'mafter was never 
mad, nor any thing like it——Then how cou'd it be 
otherwiſe ?, , "by NO EO TIE WS * ©: + 

Var. Tattle, I thank you, you would have inter- 
between me and heav'n; but providence laid 
Pusgatory in your way Lou have but juſtice. A 

| | | | CAN, 


= 
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_ Scan. I hear the fdles Six ſon provided 
for his own, wedding; methin {i oP! they ſhou'd 
not be employed when the match. is fo o much mended. 
Valentine, tho it be morning, we may have 4 dance. 

VAT. Any ching, my friend, every ine Were 
* Joy and Sophos. en tis #7 oats inks v 

„Jeremy. 

' An. I have done difſem now, valegt ne; ad 
"if that coldneſs which I have always worn before? ou, 
ey turn to an extreme fondneſa, you muſt "nor uſ- 

_ _— 

Var. Tu prevent that. falpicion—tor L intend” to 
doat to that immoderate degree, that your fondneſs 
ſhall never diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice 
of. If ever you ſeem to loye. doo rh. .o muſt, be 
only when I can't love enough. 

G. Have a care of romiſes ; : you Lib you ar are 
apt to run more in debt than you'are able to pay. 

Var. Therefore I yield my * as your priſoner, 
and make your beſt on' t. 


SCAN. muſic ftays for you. [ane 
Scan. Well, madam, you have done exemp 
juſtice, in ing an inhuman father, and reward- 


a faith ul lover: but there is a third good work, 
js I, in particular, muſt thank you for; I was an 
infidel to your ſex, and you have converted me For 
now I am conxvinc'd that all women are not like for- 
tune, blind in beſtowing fayqurs, either on oe who 
do not merit, or who do not want em. 

Ax. Tis an unreaſonable accuſation, that you lay 
upon our ſex : you tax us with injuſtice, only to cover 
ur own want of merit, You would all have the re- 
ward of love; but few haye the conſtancy to ſtay till 
it becomes your due. Men are hip y hypocrites 
and infidels, they pretend to wor but 345 "nei- 


ther zeal nor faith: 6 few, like Valentine, would 


perſevere even to mart rdom, .and facrifice their 1 in- 
tereſt to their contancy 11 In e * vou wit 
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EF 1 0 2. 
Spaken at the Opening of the New Houſe, 


By Mrs, BRACEGIRDLE. 


8151 providence at firſt deſign'd this place 

To be the player's refuge in diſtreſs ; 

For ſtill in every- ſtorm, they all run hither, 

As to a ſhed, that ſhields *em from the weather. 

But thinking of this change which laſt befel us, 

It's like what I have heard our poets tell us: 

For when behind our ſcenes their ſuits are pleading, 

To help their love, ſometimes they ſhow their read- 
ing; | 

And — * ready caſh to pay for hearts, 

They top their learning on us, and their parts. 

Once of philoſophers they told us ſtories, 

Whom, as I think, they calPd—Py—Pythagories, 

Pm ſure *tis ſome ſuch Latin name they give 'em, 

And we, who know no better, muſt believe *em. 

Now to theſe men (ſay they) ſuch fouls were giv'n, 

That after death, ne'er went to Hell, nor Heav'n, 

But liv'd, I know not how, in beaſts ; and then 

When many years were paſt, in men again. 

Methinks, we players reſemble ſuch a toul, 

That, does from bodies, we from houfes ſtrole. 

Thus Ariſtotle's ſoul, of old that was, : 


May now be damn'd to animate an als ; 


Or in this very houſe, for ought we know, 
Is doing . penance in ſome beau: 

And thus, our audience, which did once reſort 
To ſhining theatres to ſee our ſport, 

Now find us toſs'd into a tennis-court. | 
Theſe walls but Yother day were fill'd with noiſe 
Of roaring gameſters, and your damms boys; 


3 Then, 


663. 


Then bounding balls and rackets they encompaſt, 
And now they're fill'd with jeſts, and flights, and 
bombaſt! | 

I vow, I don't much like this tranſmigration, 
Strolling from place to place, by circulation, | 
Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt ſtation, 
I know not what theſe think, but for my part, 
I can't reflect without an aching heart, | 
How we ſhou'd end in our original, a cart. 
But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 
That you have only ſet us up, to leave us. 
er from the paſt, we hope for future grace, 
it 

Ack ns here know I have a begging face. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour, 

For a clear ſtage won't do, without your favour. 
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Her ROYAL HIGAHN ES: 
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RE. ER =. 


MADAM, 


T HAT high ſtation, which by your birth you hold 

above the people, exacts from every one, as a 
duty, whatever — they are capable of paying ta 
your Royal Highneſs : but that more exalted place, 
to which your virtues. have raiſed you, above the reft 
of princes, makes. the tribute of our admiration and 
praiſe, rather a choice more immediately preventing 
that duty, 

The public gratitude is ever founded on a publig 
benefit; and what is univerſally bleſſed, is always an 
univerſal bleſſing. Thus from yourſelf we derive the 
offerings which we bring ; and that incenſe which 
ariſes to your name, only returns to its original, and 
þut naturally requires the parent of its being, 

From hence it 1s that this poem, conftituted on a 
moral, whoſe end is to recommend and to encourage 
virtue, of conſequence has recourſe to your Royal 
Highneſs's patronage ; aſpiring to caſt itſelf beneath 
your feet, and declining approbation, till you ſhall 
condeſcend to own it, and vouchſafe to ſhine upon it 
as on a creature of your influence, | 

It is from the example of princes that virtue be- 
comes a faſhion in the people, for even they who are 
averſe to inſtruction, will yet be fond of imitation. 

But there are multitudes, who never can have means 
nor opportunities of ſo near an acceſs, as to partake 
of the benefit of ſuch examples. And to theſe, Tra- 
gedy, which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the rs as poe- 
try by the dignity of its characters, may be of uſe and 
information. For they who are at that diſtance from 
original greatneſs, as to be deprived of the happineſs 
of contemplating the perfections and real excellencies 
of your Royal Bighneſfs's perſon in your court, may 


yer 
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yet behold ſome ſmall ſketches and imagings of the 
virtues of your mind, abſtracted, and repteſented on 
the theatre. 4s 

Thus poets are inſtructed, and inftruft ; not alone 
by precepts which perſuade, but alſo by examples 
which illuſtrate. Thus is delight interwoven with in- 
FruQion ; when not only virtue is preſcribed; but alſo 
repreſented. 

But if we are delighted with the livelineſs of a 
feigned repreſentation of great and good perſons and 
their actions, how muſt we be charmed with behold- 
ing the pn themſelves ? If one or two excellin 
qualities barely touched in the ſingle action and mall 
compaſs of a play, can warm an audience, with a con- 
cern and regard even for the ſeeming ſucceſs and proſ- 
perity of the actor; with what zeal muſt the hearts 
of all be filled, for the continued and encreaſing hap- 

ineſs of thoſe, who are the true and living inftances 
of elevated and perſiſting virtue? Even the VICIOUS 
themſelves muſt have a ſecret veneration for thoſe pe- 
culiar graces and endowments, which are daily ſo emi- 
nently conſpicuous in your Royal Highneſs; and tho? 
repining, feel a pleaſure, which in ſpite of envy, they 
per force approve. 

If in this piece, humbly offered to your Royal High- 
neſs, there ſhall appear the reſemblance of any one of 
thoſe many excellencies which you ſo promiſcuouſly 
poſſeſs, to be drawn ſo as to merit your leaſt approba- 
tion, it has the end and accompliſhment of its deſign. 
And however imperfect it may be in the whole, thro? 
the inexperience or incapacity of the author, yet, if 
there is ſo much as to convince your Royal Highneſs, 
that a play may be with induſtry ſo diſpoſed (in ſpite of 
the licentious practice of the modern theatre) as to be- 
come ſometimes an innocent, and not unprofitable en- 
tertainment, it will abundantly gratify the ambition, 
and recompence the endeavours of, | 


Your Royal Highneſs's 
Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt humbly devoted ſervant, 


WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
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T HE time has been when plays were not ſo plenty, 
And a leſs number new would well content ye. 

New plays did then like almanacks appear; 
And one was thought ſufficient for a year : 
Tho' they are more like almanacks of late 
For in one year, 1 think, they're out of date. 
Nor were they without reaſon join'd together ; 
For juſt as one prognoſticates the weather, 
How plentiful the crop, or ſcarce the grain, 
What peals of thunder, and what ſhow'rs of rain 
So Yother can fortel, by certain rules, | 
What crops of coxcombs, or what floods of fools. 
In ſuch like propheſies were poets ſkill'd, 
Which now they find in their own tribe fulfill'd: 
The dearth, of wit they did ſo long prèſage, 
Is fall'n on us, and almoſt ſtarves the ſtage, 
Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 
Poor actors thraſh ſuch empty ſheaves of ftraw ? 
Toiling and 3 at their lungs expence, 
To ſtart a jeſt, or force a little ſenſe. 
Hard fate for us! ſtill harder in th' event; 
Our authors ſin, but we alone repent. 
Still they proceed, and, at our charge, write worſe; 
*T were {ome amends if they could reimburſe, 
But there's the devil, tho? their cauſe is loſt, 
There's no recovering damages or coſt. 

Good wits, forgive this liberty we take, 
Since cuſtom gives thg loſers leave to ſpeak. 
But if provok'd, your dreadful wrath remains, 
Take your revenge upon the coming ſcenes : 
For that damn'd poet's ſpar'd who damns a brother, 


As one thief *ſcapes that, executes another, 


hus far alone does to the wits relate ; 
ut from the reſt we hope a better fate, | 
Vor. I, Oo Te 


PROLOGUE. 


To pleaſe and move has been our poet's theme, 
Art may direct, but nature is his aim; 

And nature miſs'd, in vain he boaſts his art, 
For only nature can affect the heart. : 
Then freely judge the ſcenes that ſhall enſue, 
But as with freedom, judge with candour too. 
He wou'd not loſe thro? prejudice his cauſe ; 
Nor wou'd obtain precariouſly applauſe. 
Impartial cenfure he requeſts — all, 
Prepar'd, by juſt decrees, to ſtand or fall. 


hk. 4d — 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Manver, the king of Granada, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Gos ALEZ, his favourite, Mr. Sanford. 
88 ſon to GONSALEZ, Mr. Scudamour. 
EREZ, Captain 77 the guards, Mr. Freeman. 
ALONZO, an officer, creature to 
GoxsALEZ, * Mr. Arnold. 
- OsMYN, a noble priſoner, Mr. Betterton, 
HELI, a priſoner, his friend, Mr. Bowman, 


SELIN, an eunuch, Mr. Baily. 


W O M E N. 


ALMERIA, the princeſs of Granada, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


ZARA, a captive queen, Mrs. Barry. 
LroxvORA, chief attendant on the 


prince, { Mrs. Bowman. | 


Women, cunuchs, and mutes attending Zara, 


guards, &c. 
The SCENE GRANADA 
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er. SCEMSE.1 


A ROOW ef STATE 


The Curtain riſing flowly to ſoft Mufic, diſcovers 
ALMERIA in Mourning, LEONORA waiting in 
Mourning. 


After the Mufic ALMERIA riſes from her Chair, and 
comes forward. 3 


AL ME AI A. 


USIC has charms to ſoothe a ſavage breaſt, 
To ſoften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. 


I've read, that things inanimate have moy'd, 
And, as with living ſouls, have been inform'd, 
By magic numbers and perſuaſive ſound, 
What then am I ? Am I more ſenſeleſs grown 
Than trees, or flint? O force of conſtant woe! 
*Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs. 
ay Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at peace; laſt night 
The filent tomb receiv'd the good old king ; 
He and his ſorrows new are ſafely lodg'd 
Within it's cold, but hoſpitable boſom, 
Why am not I at peace? 
LEO. Dear madam, ceaſe, | 
E Or moderate your griefs; there is no cauſe 
| O 02 ALx. 


e. 


* 
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Al . No cauſe! Peace, peace, there is eternal cauſe, 


And — . eternal will ſucceed. 

Thou canft not tell thou haſt indeed no cauſe. 
LEO. Believe me, madam, I lament Anſelmo, 

And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 

Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 

Your father kept in chains his fellow-king : 

And oft' at night, when all have been retir'd, 

Have ſtol'n from bed, and to his priſon crept ; 

Where, while his gaoler ſlept, I thro? the grate 

Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his health; 

Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliverance z 

For ſighs and pray*rs were all that I cou'd offer. 
ALM. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle nature, 

That thus could*ſt melt to ſee a ſtranger's wrongs. 

O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, 

How wou'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſuff' rings. 

Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. 
LEO. Love of my royal miſtreſs gave me cauſe, 


My love of you begot my grief for him; 


For I had heard, that when the chance of war 
Had bleſs'd Anſelmo's arms with victory, 
And the rich ſpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his ſucceſs ; that then, in ſpite of hate, 
Revenge, and that hereditary feud | 


Between Valentia's and Granada's kings, 


He did endear himſelf to your affection, 


| -- all the worthy and indulgent ways 
1 


s moſt induſtrious goodneſs cou'd invent; 
Propoſing by a match between Alphonſo 
His ſon, the brave Valentia prince, and you, 
To end the long diſſention, and unite 
The jarring crowns. 

ALM. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo ! 
Thou too art quiet—long haſt been at peace 
Both, both—father and ſon are now no more, 
Then why am I ? O when ſhall I have reſt ? 
Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 
Why are all theſe things thus—Is it of force? 
Is there neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable ? 
Is it of moment to the peace of heav'n 
That I ſhou'd be afflicted thus? —If not, 
Why is it thus contriy'd? Why arc things laid 
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By ſome unſeen hand, ſo, as of ſure conſequence 
hey muſt to me bring curſes, grief of heart, 

The laſt diſtreſs of life, and ſure deſpair ? | 
Lxo. Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply, 
ALM. Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's court? 

Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly ? 

Why not ill treated, like an enemy ? 

For ſo my father wou'd have us'd his chad. 

O Alphonſo, Alphonſo ! 

Devouring ſeas have waſh'd thee from my ſight, 

No time hall raze thee from my memory, | 

No, I will live to be thy monument ; 

The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb; 

But in my heart thou art interr'd; there, there, 

Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix'd ; 

My love, my lord, my huſband ſtill, tho? loſt, 
| Sms Huſband ! O heav*ns ! 

ALM. Alas! what have I ſaid? 

My grief has hurry'd me beyond all thought. 

I won'd have kept that ſecret; though I know 

Thy love and faith to me deſerve all confidence, 

But *tis the wretches comfort ſtill to have 

Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward woe, 

Some unſuſpected hoard of darling grief, 

Which they unſeen may wail, and weep, and mourn 

And glutton-like alone devour, 

LEO. Indeed 

J knew not this. . 
ALM. Oh no, thou know'ſt not half, 

Know'ſt nothing of my ſorrows—if thou didſt 

If I ſhou'd tell thee, wou'dft thou pity me? 

Tell me: I know thou wou'dſt, thou art compaſſionate, 
LEo. Witneſs theſe tears. | ; 
ALM. I thank thee—Leonora, 

Indeed I do, for pitying thy ſad miſtreſs : 

For ' tis, alas, the poor prerogative 

Of greatneſs, to be wretched and unpitied— 

But I did promiſe I wov'd tell thee—What ! 

My miſeries! Thou doſt already know *em : 

And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 

It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo : 

For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 

His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of love. 


LEo. 
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Leo. The memory of that brave prince ſtands fair 
In all report | 
And I have heard imperfectly his loſs ; 

But fearful to renew your troubles paſt, 
1 never did preſume to aſk the ſtory. 

AL. If for my ſwelling heart 3 P11 tell thee. 

I was a welcome captive in Valentia, 

Ev'n on the day when Manuel, my father, 

Led on his conqu'ring troops, high as the gates 
Of king Anſelmo's palace ; ALT in rage, 

And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd. 
The good king flying to avoid the flames, 
Started amidft his foes, and made captivity . 
His fatal refuge—Wou'd that I had fall'n 

Amid thoſe flames - but *twas not ſo decreed. 
Alphonſo, who foreſaw my father's cruelty, 
Had borne the queen and me on board a ſhip 
Ready to ſail; and when this news was brought, 
We put to ſea ; but being betray'd by ſome 
Who knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken ; when a ſudden ſtorm 
Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the coaſt 
Of Afric : there our veſſel ſtruck the ſhore, 
And bulging *gainfte rock was daſh'd in pieces. 
But heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more affliction! 
ConduQting them who follow'd us, to ſhun 
The ſhoal, and ſave me floating on the waves, 
While the good queen and my Alphonſo periſh'd. 

Lo. Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonſo ? 

ALM. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd; 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, 

And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours; 

He came to me, and beg'd me by my love, 

I wou'd conſent the prieſt ſhou'd make us one; 
That whether death, or victory enſu'd, 
1 might be his, beyond the power of future fate; 
The queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit—I granted, 

And in one day, was wedded, and a widow. 

Lo. Indeed 'twas mournful | 

ALM. *T was—as I have told thee— 

For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn ; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry thete ſwoln and watry eyes; 

Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, 
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While I have life, and thought of my Alphonſo. 
Lzo. Look down, good heav'n, with pity on her 
x forrows, 
And grant, that time may bring her ſome relief. 
ALM. Ono! Time gives encreaſe to my afflictions. 
The circling hours, that gather all the woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro” the revolving year, 
Come heavy-laden with th' opprefling weight 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The fighs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs cares, 
And all the damps of grief, that did retard their flight; 
They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all 
The dire colle&ed dews on my poor head ; 
Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me. 
Leo. Hark! 
The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumph; 
{ Shouts at a diſtances 
O ceaſe, for heav'n's ſake, aſſuage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for much I fear 
Twill urge his wrath, to ſee you drown'd in tears, 
When joy appears in ev'ry other face. 
ALM. And joy he brings to ev'ry other heart, 
But double, double weight of woe to mine; 
For with him Garcia comes—Garcia, to whom 
J muſt be ſacrific'd, and all the vows 
I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die; | 
Firſt, die ten thouſand deaths Look down, look 
. down, [ Kneels. 
Alphonſo, hear the ſacred vow I make; 
One moment ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, 
And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me; 
And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro' all impediments of purging fire, 


To that bright heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 


Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. 

If ever I do yield, or give conſent, 

By any action, word or thought, to wed 

Another lord; may then juſt heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard of curſes on me, greater far 

(If ſuch there be in angry heav'n's vengeance) 

Than any I have yet endur'd—And now [Ring. 


My heart has ſome relief; having ſo well 


Diſcharg's 
5 
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Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 

Yet, one thing more I wou'd engage from thee, 
Lo. My heart, my life and will, are only yours, 
ALM. I thank thee, *Tis but this: anon, when all 

Are wrap'd and buſied in the general joy, 

"Thou wilt withdraw, and privatcly with me 

Steal forth, to viſit good Anſfelmo's tomb. 

LEO. Alas! I fear ſome fatal reſolution. 
ALM. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill, 

Nor violence.—lI feel myſelt more light, 

And more at large, fince I have made this vow. 

Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 

*Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 

Upon my word no more. 

Lo. I will attend you. 


SC. EN E IT. 
ALMERIA, LEONORA, ALonzo. 


Arox. F: HE lord Gonſalez comes to tell your high- 
neſs 
The king is juſt arriv'd. | 
ALM. Conduct him in. | [ Exit Alon, 
That's his pretence ; his errand is, I know, 
To fill my ears with Garcia's valiant deeds ; 
And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits. 
But J am arm'd with ice around my heart, 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence, 


I. 


Gos AEEz, ALMERIA, LEONORA. 


Gons. BE ev'ry day of your long life like this, 
The ſun, bright conqueſt, and your brighter 
eyes, 
Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous light, 
And bleſs this day with moſt unequall'd luſtre, 
— Your royal father, my victorious lord, 
Loaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 
Is ent'ring now in martial pomp the palace. 
Five hundred mules precede his ſolemn march, 


Which 
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Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth. 
Chariots of war, adorg'd with glittering gems, 
Succeed : and next, a hundred neighing Reeds, | 
| White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills; , 
That bound, and foam, and champ the golden bit, 
Qs they diſdain'd the victory they grace. | 
. Priſoners of War in ſhining fetters follow; 
And captaifis of the nobleſt blood of Afric 
Sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick and grind, 
With gnaſhingteeth, the duſt his triumphs raiſe. 
The ſwarming populace ſpread every wall, * 
1 cling, as if with claws they did enforce 
Their hold, thro' elifted ſtones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 
As if they were all eyes, and every limb X 
Would feed its faculty of admiration. - 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this fight; * 
This ſight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho? twice 
The multittide mould gaze) in abſence of your eyes. 
ALM. My lord, my eyes ungratefully behold 
The gilded trophies of exterior honours, 
Nor will my ears be charm'd with ſounding words, 
Or pompous phraſe ; the pageantry of ſouls. | 
But that my father is return'd in ſafety, 
I bend to Heav'n with thanks. 
Goms. Excellent princeſs! 
But tis a taſk unfit ber my weak age, | 
With dying words, to offer at your praiſe.” 
Garcia, -my ſon, your beauty's loweſt flave, 
Has better done; in ptoving with his ſword 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms, 
Alu. I doubt not of the worth of.Garcia's deeds, 
Which had been brave, tho“ I had ne'er been born. 
LEO. Madam, the king. . [ Flourifh, 
ALM. My women. I wou'd meet him. | 
3 [Attendants to Almeria enter in mourning. 
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SIN Iv; 


Symphony of warfike Mufic. Enter the King, at- 
tended by GARCIA and ſeyeral Officers, Files of 
Priſoners in Chains, and Guards, who are ranged 
in Order round the Stage. ALMERIA meets the 
King, and kneels; afterwards GONSALEzZ kneels 
and kiſſes the King's Hand, while GAR IA does the 


ſame to the Princeſs. 


Krxs. A LMERIA, riſe—My beft Gonſalez, riſe. 
| What, tears! my good old friend. — 
Goxs. But tears of joy, | by 
Believe me, Sir, to ſec you thus has fil'd 
My eyes with more delight than they can hold, 
KINO. By Heav'n thou lov'ſt me, and I'm pleas'd 
Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice ' , 
Tone thee weep on this occaſion - ſome 
Here are, who ſcem to mourn at our ſuceeſs! 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 
Upon this ſolemn day, in theſe ſad weeds * 
In oppoſition to 7 . 7 
And yours are all like daughters of affſiction. 
ALM. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend, 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 
In mourning and ſtrict life, for my deliverance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expir d. 
_- KixG. Your zeal to Bern is great; ſo is your debt: 
Yet ſomethĩng too is due to me, who gave * 
That life which heav*n preſerv'd. A day beſtow'd 
In filial duty, had attend and giv un 
A diſpenſation to your vow—No more. 
*Twas weak and wilful—and a woman's error. 
Vet- upon thought, it doubly wounds my ſight, 
To ſee that ſable worn upon the day . 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt foe, 
_ Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd—By heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: juſt ſo, 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear'd to bear its date, 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſerv'd, 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſh'd. 
Ha! what? thou doſt not weep to think of Tags 
| ONS. 


' 
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Goxs. Have patience, royal Sir, the princeſs weeps 
To have offended you. If fate decreed, * : 
One pointed hour ſhould be Alphonſo's loſs, 
And her deliverance; is ſhe to blame ? 
KING. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feafted 
When my firſt foe was laid in earth, ſuch enmity, | 
Such deteftation, bears my blood to his; 
My daughter fhould have revelPd at his death: 
She ſhould have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, 
And all this high and ample roof to ring y | 
With her rejoicings. hat, to mourn, and weep; 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ! by heav'n, 
There's not a ſlave, a fhackled flave of mine, 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his care, 


And ſhook his chains in tranſport and rude harmony. 


a, What ſhe has done, was in exceſs of good- 
Retray'd by too much piety, to ſeem 
As if ſhe Bad offended. —Sure, no more. N 
KINO. To ſeem is to commit, at this conjuncture. 
I wonot have a ſeeming ſorrow, ſeen | 
To-day—Retire, diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 
Of that offenſive black; on me be all 
The violation of your vow : for you, 
It ſhall be your excuſe, that I command it. 
f . kneeling. } Y our pardon, Sir, if I preſume fo 
— gh | 
As to remind you of your gracious promiſe. 
Kix. Rife, Garcia forgot. Yet ſtay, Almeria. 
| * Ti beding heart !—What is your pleaſure, 
ir 


Kix. Draw near, and give your hand; and, Gar- 
cia, yours: _ 
Receive this lord, as one whom J have found 
Worthy to be your huſband, and my ſon. 

GAR. Thus let me kneel to take—O not to take— 
But to devote, and yield myſelf for ever | 
The ſlave and creature of my royal miſtreſs. 

Gons. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs thanks— 

KinG, No more; my promiſe long fince paſs'd, thy 

ſervices, LE | 
And Garcia's well-try'd valour, all oblige me. 
This day we triumph; but to-morrow's ſun, | 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy nuptials 
T Ppa ALM, 


— 
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Art. Oh! | 
GAR. She faints ! help to fupport her. 
Gons. She recgvers. | 
Kind. A fit of bridal fear; how is 't, Almeria ? 
ALM. A ſudden chilneſs | fare on 1 n : 
Your leave, Sir, to retire. 
KIx G. Garcia, conduct her. 4638 
[Garcia leads [5 — to the 5 and ms. 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears, 
I'll have a pricft ſhall preach her from her faith, 
And make it fan, not to renounce. that yow | 


Which ] rd haye broken. No, what would Aenne | 


[ Faints. | 


s CEN E V: 


KING, GONSALEZ, GARCIA, ALONSO, Attendants, 
AL9Ny V OUR beautigus captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with à train as if ſhe ftill were wife 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. | 
KING. It is our will ſhe ſhould be fo attended. 
Bear hence theſe priſoners, Gareia, Which is he, 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate fuch Wonders? 
E '[ Priſoners led off. 
Gar, Ofmyn, who led the Mooriſh horſe; but he, 
Great Sir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara. 
KING. He is your priſoner, as ph pleaſe diſpoſe 
n 
GAR. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my kind- 
wY neis; 3 
And with a ha ughty mien, and ſtern civility, 
Dumbly declines all offers,: if he ſpeak * 
*Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were dorn 
Alone ro do, and did diſdain to talk; , 
Et 1eaft, to talk where he muft not command. 
KinG. Such ſullennefs, and in a man fo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he . attend her ? 
GAR. My lord, ſhe did. i : 
Kixs. That, join'd:with his behaviour 
Begets a doubt. I'd have em watch'd ; perhaps | 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his pwn. - 


* 20 y 0 * % , : 2 <4 


SCENE, 


* 
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SCENE VI. 


KinG, GoNsSALEzZ, GARCIA, ALONSO, ZARA and 
Osmyn bound, conducted by PERI and a Guard, 
and attended by SELIM and ſeveral Mutes and Eu- 

KING. WHAT welcome, and what honours, beau- 

> +64 teous Zara, ; | 

A king and conqueror can give, are yours. 

A conqueror indeed, where you are won; 

Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, 


That had our pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 


Th' expecting crowd had been deceiv'd; and ſeen 
Their monarch enter not triumphant, but 
In pleafing triumph led; your beauty” ſlave. 
ARA. If Jon any terms could condeſcend 
To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 
Which conquerors in courteſy beſtow, _ 
Of equal va ue-with unborrow'd rule, | 
And native right to arbitrary ſway ; 2 
might be pleas'd, when I behold this train 
With uſual homage wait, But when I feel : 
Theſe, bonds, I look with loathing on myſelf ; 
And ſcorn vile ſlavery, tho? dou ly _ 
Jegay mock-praildy, and difſembled ſtate, 
Kix. Thole' bonds! *Twas my command you 
ſhould be free. 5 | $ 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey ? 
Pax. Great Sits. X 
Your order was, ſhe ſhould not wait your triumph; 
But at ſome diftance follow, thus attended. © © 
—_ 'Tis falſe; *twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be 
ree | e We. | | 
If not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 
Her eyes did more than bid— Free her and hers 


Wich ſpeed—yet ftay—my hands alone can make 


And by releaſing you enſlave myſelf. 
ZARA. Such PA vours ſo conferr'd, tho? when un- 
ſought, 1 _ . ' 2; * N . 
Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 


Fit reſtitution here—Thus I releaſe you, . 


Such 
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Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig d 
Yet hating more ingratitude, can Pays 
1 offer. | 

KinG. Born to excel, and to 8 
As by tranſcendent deauty to attract 
All eyes, ſo by preheminence of ſoul 
To rule all hearts. | 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted _ 

L Beholding Oſmyn as they anbin him, 
And ſullen port, 147270 downward with his J - 
At once regardleſs of his chains, or li 

Gar. That, Sir, is he of whom f ſpoke, thar s Of- 

myn. 

KING ie anſwers well the character you gave lic 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 

So hardly can endure captivity, 
The commen chance of war 

Os u. Becauſe captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and ju renz. 

Kix. I underftand not that. 

Os x. I would not have you, 

ZARA. That gallant Moor ih battle loft a diess, 
Whom moxe than life he lov'd; and the re 255 
Of not — ing on his foes that | lofs 
Has caus'd this melancholy and deſſ pair. 

KIxc. Ske does — him ; *ris 2 atpectel. 


[To Gon 
Gons, That friend may be kerſelf; ſeem 5 to feed 
His arrogant reply : ſhe looks concern'd. 
Ds I'll have enquiry. made; >; his friend 
Vet lives, and is a priſoner, His name 
ZARA. Heli, 2 
KING. Garci that ſearch ſhall be yaur care: 
It ſnhall be mine to pay devotion here; 
At this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 
And raiſe love's altar on the ſpoils of war. 4 
Conqueſt and triumph, now, are mine no more; 
Nor will J victory in 8 adore: g 
For, ling'ring t 5780 ong, ſulpence ſhe fands, 
Shifting the ax in oorefo ving hands : 
Dnus'd to wait, I broke Tn her delay, _ 
Fix'd her by force, ur ſnatch'd the-doubtful day. 


| Now, 
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Now, late I find that war is but her ſport; 


In love the goddeſs keeps her awful court : 
Fickle in fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara's eyes. 


End of the FinsT ACT. 


ACT--1E'-8© 'B IN 8-1. 


Repreſenting the Iſle of a Temple. 
GAA, Herr, PEREZ, 


GARCIA. 


4 [ HIS way, we're told, Oſmyn was ſeen de walk; 


Chufing this _—_ manfion of the dead, 
To mourn brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. 
HELI. Let heav'n with thunder to the centre ftrik 
, | 
If to ariſe in very deed from death, 
And to reviſit with my long-clog'd eyes 
This living light, cou'd to my ſoul, or ſenſe, 
Afford a thought, or ſhow a glimpſe of joy, 
In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 
I feel, to hear of Oſmyn's name; to hear 
That Oſmyn lives, and I again ſhall. ſee him. 
wn ve heard, wich admiration, of your friend- 
1 
Pex. Sender, tary WG; behold the noble Moor. - 
'Hert.1. Where ? where ? | 
GAR. I ſaw him not, nor any like him 
PER. I ſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my view, 
And ſtriding with diſtemper d haſte; his eyes 
Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a glance; 
Then forward ſhot their fires, which he purſu'd, 
As to ſome object frightful, yet not feax'd. 


= 


GAR. 
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GAR. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the . . 
HE LI. My. lord, let me entreat you to fc 1 

Leave me alone, to ſind and cure cauſe. 

I know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts 

Are uſual to his temper, It might raiſe him 

To act ſome violence upon himſelf, 

So to be caught in at vhguatded : out, 

And when his ſou] gives all her paſſions way, 

Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude. 

I know his noble heart would burſt with ſname, 

To be ſurpriz'd by ſtrangers in its frailty. PH 
GAR. Go, gen'rous Heli, and — your friend. 

Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 


Or preſs upan the privacies of others. 


a8 CE; Mi L. 28, 4 


-: GARcia,.PERBA. -) 


GAR. per the king e &s from our return 


To have his jealouſy confirm'd, or clear'd, 


Of that appearing love which Zara bears 
Þ 
A. 


To Oſmyn; but ſome. aeration 15 


Muſt —— that plain. 1 
PER. To me *twas long y Ak plain, ua {3 


And ev' ry look from him and her confirms 3 it. 


Gar. If ſo, unhappineſs. attends their Jaxes. ... 
And I cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming. 4 
The r; _— wet tn avoid . 

UGG. 5 1 % ST & tr 


* 
' +: 


SCENE, EY 


ArxERIA, Lzoxoxa. IN NN 


Alu. Ir was a fancy'd noiſe, far all is Aalen. 7 
Lxo. It bore the accent of a human voice, 
Al. It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient, wind 
N — hollows of _ vaulted Wie] or” 
LzO. Hark! 
A Ms os l hafte and Kill as death——"Ti 


D . "How 
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How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 

Whoſe ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 

To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof, 

By its own weight made ſteadfaſt and immoveable, 

Looking tranquility, It ſtrikes an awe 

And terror on my aking fight ; the tombs 

And monumental caves of death look cold, 

And ſhoot a chilneſs to my trembling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 

Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 

Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echoes. 
Leo. Bet us return; the horror of this place 

And filence, will encreaſe your melancholy. 
ALM. It may my fears, but cannot add to that. 

No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb, 


Lead me o'er bones and ſkulls and mouldring earth 


Of human bodies; for Pll mix with them, 
Or wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale coarſe 


Vet green in earth, rather than be the bride. 


Of Garcia's more deteſted bed. That thought 

Exerts my ſpirits; and my preſent fears 

Are loſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 

Lead me; for I am bolder grown : lead on 

Where I may kneel and pay my vows again | 

To him, to heav'n, and my Alphonſo's ſoul. . 
Leo. I go; but heav'n can tell with what regret. 


The Scene opening diſcovers a Place ot Tombs. One 
Monument fronting the View greater than the reſt. 


HE TL 1. 


HEL. | Wander thro” this maze of monuments, 
Vet cannot find him Hark! ſure tis the voice 
Of one complaining— There it ſounds—I'Il follow it. 


I 
AruERIA, LEONORA. Sh 
Lxo. REHOLD the ſacred vault, within whoſe womb | 
The poor remains of good Anſelmo reſt ; 
Yet freſh and unconſum'd by time or worms. 
Vor - I. Qq 


i 


What 


- 
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What do I ſee ? O heav'n! either my eyes 

Are falſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 

Unclos'd ; the iron grates that lead to death 

Beneath, are ſtill wide ftreteh'd upon their hinge, 

And ftaring on us with'unfolded leaves. 
ALM. Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for me; 

And that dumb mouth, fignificant in fhow, 

Invites me to the bed where I alone W- 4 

Shall reſt ; ſhews me the grave, where nature weary, 

And long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 

May lay the burden down, and fink in ſturnbers 

Of peace eternal. Death, grim death, will fold 

Me in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe: ; 

To his cold clayey breaſt: my father then 

Will ceaſe his tyranny ; and Garcia too 

Will fy my pale deformity with loathing, 

My ſoul, enlarg'd from its vile bonds, will mount, 

And range the ftarry orbs, and milky ways, 

Of that refulgent world, where I ſhall ſwim 

In liquid light, and float on ſeas of bliſs 

To my Alphonſo's ſoul; O joy too great! 

O extaſy of thought ! Help me, Anſelmo; + 

Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy hand; 

To thee, to thee 1 call, to thee, Alphonſo ; 

O Alphonſo. 


S:C N E VI. 


AlrM TAI, LZO NORA, Os Mx aſcending from 
the Tomb. | 


Os u. W HO calls that wretched thing that was 
Alphonſo ? 8 4 
ALM. Angels, and all the hoff of heav'n, ſupport 
me : | | 
Os u. Whence is that voice, whoſe ſhrilneſs, from 
the grave, 8 ES 
And growing to his father's ſhroud, roots up Alphonſo ? 
ALM. Mercy ! Providence ! 9 ſpeak, 
Speak to it quickly, 8 ſpeak to me, | 
fort me, 1 4 hold me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy boſom, from the light, 
, d from my eyes. . a rer 
Ted 


— 


— 


— Os M. 


That motionleG I may be Kill deceiv'd. 
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Osm. Amazement and illuſion ! | a4: 
Rivet me, and nail me where I ſtand, ye pow'rs ; 


Coming forward. 


Let me not ſtir, nor breathe, left I diſſolve 

That tender, lovely form of painted air, 

So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls: 

PH catch it e'er it goes, and-graſp her ſhade; - 

*Tis life! 'tis warm! *tis ſhe! tis ſhe herſelf! - 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, but breathing and alive! 

It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife! = 


S. 0M M:.E VII. 
ALMERIA, LEONORA, Osuvx, HELL. 


LEO. ALAS, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes; 
He teo is fainting Help me, help me, 
ſtranger, 
Whoe'er thou art, and lend thy hand to raiſe 
Theſe bodies. | | 
HELI. Ha! *tis he! and with——Almeri ! 
O miracle of happineſs! O joy 
Unhop'd for! does Almeria live! 
Os ux. Where is ſhe ? 
Let me behold and touch her, and be ſure 
*Tis ſhe ; ſhew me her face, and let me feel 
Her lips with mine — Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv'd ; 
I taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 
Look up, Almeria, bleſs me-with thy eyes ; 
Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy huſband. 
ALM. I've ſworn I'll not wed Garcia; why d'ye 
force me ? 
Is this a father 
Osm. Look on thy Alphonſo. 
Thy father is not here, my love, nor Garcia : 
Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo. 
Wilt thou not know me ? Haff thou then forgot me? 
Haſt thou thy eyes, yet can'ſt not ſee Alphonſo? 
Am ! ſo alter'd, or art thou ſo chang'd, 
That ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſee'ſt not me ? 
ALM. It is, it is Alphonſo; tis his face, 
His voice, I know him now, I know him all. | 
yy Qq2 O take 
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O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
Back to the bottom of the boundleſs deep, 
To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt. 
O how haft thou return'd? How ha thou'chartn'd 
The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this? * 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 
Os. O Pik not aſk, nor anſwer how, or why, 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 
To meet again in life; to know I have thee, | 
Is knowing more than any circumſtance 
Or means by which I have thee 
To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy lips, 
And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy, 
I have not leiſure to reflect, or know, 
Or trifle time in thinking. 
Aru. Stay a while 
Let me look on thee, yet à little more. : 


Os M. What w N thou do /pur me from 
thee. 

Arm. Yer! rn 

Os. And why ? What doſt thou mean? ky dot 
thou gaze o? x 


ALM. I know not, *tis to ſee thy face, I think— 
It is too much! to much to bear and live! 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch profuſion ' 
Of joy, of bliſe—] cannot bear—1 muſt 
Be mad—I cannot be tranſported thus. il 47 
14270 Thou excellence, thou Joy, thou heav'n of 
ove ! 
Arbe, Where haſt thou been? and how art thou 
alive? 
How is all this ? All- powerful heav'n, what are we! 
O my ſtrain'd heart—let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee—Art thou not paler ? 
Much, much; how thou art chang'd! 
Osu. Not in my love. 
ALM, No, no, =y griefs, [ know, have Gone his 
to thee. 5 
Thou haft wept much, Alphonſa; ah I fear, 
Too much, too tenderly lamented. me. 
Osm. Wrong not my love, to ſay too tenderly, 
No more, my life: talk not of tears or grief; 
hers | Brie | 
1-7 no d ore, now thou art found, 


1s 


This countle 
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22 thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, - 


arms which ake to fold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining? Come, come to my heart. 
Arx. I will, for I ſhould never look e 8 
They would haye marry'd me; but I had ſwor i 
To heav'n and thee, and ſooner wou'd have dy'd— 
Os . Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love! 
AL. Indeed I wou'd—Nay, L wou'd tell thee all, 
If I cou'd ſpeak z how have mourn'd and pray'd ; 
For have pray'd to thee as to a ſaints *' -— 
And thou haſt heard my prayer; for thou art come- - 
To my diftreſs, to my deſpair, which heav'n' 
Could only by reſtoring thee have cur'd. 
| Ox, Grant me but life, good heav*n; but length 
- "favs, 37-c *- Ape 'S 
To pay foe part, ſome little of this debt, 
$ ſum of tenderneſs and love, 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this all- excellence: 
Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 
Snatch me from life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd; 


Then, then *twill be enough—!I ſhall be old, 


I ſhall have liv'd beyond all zra's then 

Of yet unmeaſur'd time; when I have made 

This exquiſite, this moſt amazing goodneſs, 

Some recotripence of love and matchleſs truth, 
AIM. *Tis more than recompence, to ſee thy face: 
If heav'n is greater joy it is no happineſs, 

For *tis'not to be borne—— What ſhall I fay ? 

T have a thouſand things to know and aſk, 

And ſpeak—That thou art here, beyond all hope, 


All thought; that all at once thou art before me, 


And with ſuch ſuddenneſs has hit my fight, 

Is ſuch ſurprize, ſuch myſtery, ſuch extaſy ! 

It hurries all my ſoul, and ſtuns my ſenſe. 

Sure from thy father's tomb thou didſ ariſe ! 

Os x. I did, and thou my love didſt call me, thou 

ALM. True; but how cam'ſt thou there? wert 

a #% 7: thou alone? 1 5 
Os. I was, and lying on my father's lead, 

Whet broken echoes of a diſtant voice 

Diſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 

In murmurs round my head. I roſe and liſten 


And thought I heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſo ; © 


I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
n ä : That 


a 
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ALM, But ſtill, cam'{t thou hither? how 
thus }—Ha ! ? 8 
What's he, who like whyſelf; is ſtarted here 
E'er ſeen > 


Ogm. Where ? ha! what do I ſee ? Antonio? 
I'm fortunate indeed—my friend too, ſafe ! 
' Herr. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs'd. 
ALMN. More miracles ! * too eſcap'd ! 
OsM. And twice eſcap'd, both from the rage of ſeas 
And war for in the fight 1 ſaw bim fall. 
HELI. But fell LEN 2 priſoner as yourſelf, 
And as your, made free; hither I came 
mpetiant] to ſeek you, where I knew. 
our grief would lead you to lament Anſelmo. 
1 Thete: art no wonders, or elſe all is wonder. 
HELI. I ſaw jeu on the ground, and raig'd you up: 
When with aſtoniſhment, Lan faw Almeria. "P 
Os M. I ſaw hex too, and therefore faw-not thee. 
ALm, Nor I, nor could I, for my eyes were yours, 
_ What means the bounty of all-gracious 
eav n, 
That perſevering Kill, with open — 
It ſcatters good N a waſte of mere 
Where will this end! but heav' is i 
In all, and can continue to beſtow, 
When ſcanty number ſhall be = in 151 
LEO. Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the glimpſt 
Of two in ſhining habits croſs the iſle; f 
Who by their pointing ſeem to mark this place, / 
ALM. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon. 
Os x. I wiſhat leaſt, our parting were a dreamy”. | 
Or we could ſleep till we again were met. 
HEL1. Zara with Selim, Sir, I ſaw and know em; : 
You muſt be quick, for love will lend her wings. 
ALM. What love? who. is ſhe? why are: Jou 
alartn'd ? 
Osm. She's the reverſe of thee; ſhe's my unhap- 
pineſs. 
Harbour no thought that may diſturb thy peace 3 
But gently take thyſelf away, left ſhe | 
Should come — the ſtraining of my eyes 
To follow thee. I'll think how we may meet 
To part no more ; my friend will tell thee 2 10 
| ow 
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How I eſcap'd, how I am here, and thus; 05 
How I am not calb'd Alphonſo, now, but Oſmyn; 
And he Heli. All, all he will unfold. 
E' er next we meet—— | 

ALM. Sure we ſhall meet again— | 

OsM. We ſhall; we gr not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs and warmth of ever-kindling love _ | 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abſence. 


8 CE NnK U. 
Os NV xn, alone, 


Osm. YET I behold her—yet—and now no more. 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view 
my thought, | | 

So ſhall you ftill behold her—twill not be. 
O impotence of ſight ! mechanic ſenſe, 
Which to exterior objects ow'ſt thy faculty, 
Not ſeeing of election, but neceſſity. 
Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 
Succeſhvely reflect ſucceeding imagies ; | 
Not what they would, but muſt; a ſtar, or toad: 
Joke as the hand of chance adminiſters, | 

o ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 
Revolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt : .. 
Eſſaying further to futurity ; 
But that in vain. I have Almeria here 
At once, as I before have ſeen her often 


s C EN E IX. 


17 p' * 


8 | 628 VP 7 
ZARA, SELIM, O$MYN.'  _ 


ZARA. SEE where he ſtands, folded and fix'd to 
earth, ta 

Stiff *ning in thought; a ſtatue among ſtatues. 

Why, cruel CUBES, doſt thou fly me thus ? 

Is it well done? Is this then the return 


For fame, for honour, and for empire loft ? 
But what is loſs of honour, fame and empire ? 
Is this the recompence reſery'd for love? 
Why doft thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 


To 
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To find this place of horror and obſcurit . +, 
Am! t to thee than the grave, 
That thou doft ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My love? But to the grave I'll follow thee— 
He looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous man, 
Am I neglected thus? am I deſpis'd ? 
Not heard! ungrateful Oſmyn. 
Osx. Ha, tis Zara! 1 pate 
ZARA. Yes, traitor ; Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara, 
Is a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmyn. 
The ſlave, the wretch that ſhe redeem'd from death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. | 
Osm. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me y 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my thoughts, 
I faw you not, till now. LON 
ZARA. Now then you ſee me | 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly. 
Osm. What would you from a wretch who came to 
mourn; 3 * 
And only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude? 
Look round; joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs. 
You have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 
Yet look for Fuer; and gladneſs therme. 
ZARA. Inhuman! Why, why doſt thou rack me 
thus? | odd od | T7 $ 0 
And with perverſeneſs, from the purpoſe, anſwer ? ' 
What is't to me, this houſe of miſery ? 33 
What joy do I require? If thou doſt mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee, for em, in exchange, my love. 
Osn. O that's the greateſt griet—I am ſo poor, 
I have not wherewithal to give again. | 
ZARA. Thou haft a heart, though tis a ſavage one; 


* 
. 


Give it me as it is; I aſk no more 


For all Pye done, and all have endur'd: 

For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, 

Driven by the tide upon my country's coaſt, 

Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves, 

Thou and thy friend, till my compaſſion found thee z 

Compaſſion | ſcarce wilt own. that name, ſo ſoon, 

So quickly was it Iove; for thou wert god-like dy 

Ev'n then. Kaeeling on earth, L loos'd my hair, 

wan 
1 8 8 7 


ka. 


wA. 


ve 
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Thy temples, *till reviving blood atoſe, 
And like the morn vermillion'd o'er thy face. 
O heav'n ! how did my heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the day-break o thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips ! | 
Os x. O call not to my mind what you have done, 


It ſets a debt of that account before me, 


Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 
ZARA. The faithful Selim, and my women know 
The dangers which I tempted'to conceal you. 
You know how I abus'd the credulous king ; 
What arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd you as the prince of Fez ; 
And as my kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you. 
O, why do I relate what I have done? 
What did I not ? Was't not for you this war _ 
Commenc'd? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manvel, Turg'd wy huſband” 
To this invaſion ; where he late was loft, 
Where all is loſt, -and J am made a ſla ve. 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n to ſlavery ; 
Think on my ſuff' rings firſt, then look on me; 
Think on the cauſe of all, then view thyfelf: «< 
Reflect on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the ſoſt, and now the captive Zara, 
And now abandon'd—fay, what then is Olmyn ? 
Osm. A fatal wretch—a huge ſtupendous ruin, 
That tumbling on its prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth, 
ZARA. Vet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the 
vileſt, 5 | OTIS 


If Thave gain'd thy love, 'tis glorious ruin; 


Ruin! *tis ſtill. to reign, and to be more 


” 


A queen; for what are riches, empire, power, 


But larger means to gratify the will? 


The eps on which we tread, to riſe, and . 
Our wiſh'; and that obtain'd, down with the ſcaffold- 
—_T | eren 


Of ſcepters, crowns, and thrones; they've ſerv'd cheir 


| end, 3 
And are, like lumber, to be left and ſcbrh'd. 

Os u. Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind Sh 


Z ARA. We may be free; the A is mine; 
.  « In 
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In chains unſeen I hold him by the heart, 
And can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 
Give me thy love, Pll give thee liberty. | 
Os. In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can beſtow. Set free vqurſelf, 
And leave a ſlave the wretch that would be ſo. 
ZARA. Thou can'ft not mean fo poorly as thou 
mk. t 
Os NM. Alas, you know me not. 
Z ARA. Not who thou art: 
But what, this laſt ingratitude declares, 
This groveling baſeneſs—Thou ſay'ſ true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a name :' 
By ſomething ſo unworthy, and ſo vile, 
That to have loy'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monſter, cold and perfidious ſlave ; 
A ſlave, not daring to be free! nor dares 
To love above him, for tis dangerous: 
_ *Tis that, I know; for thou doſt look, with eyes 
Sparkling defire, and trembling to pofleſs. | 
I know my charms have reach'd thy very ſoul, - 
And thrilP'd thee through with darted fires ; but thou 
Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh. The king! 
There, there's the dreadful ſound, the king's thy rival! 
SxrLIx. Madam, the king is here, and entering now. 
ZARA. As I could wiſh; by heav'n I'll be reveng'd. 


SOEINGSG . 


ZARA, OsMYyN, SELIiM, the Kino, Perez, and 
Attendants. 


Kino, 7 HY does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 
g Her ſhining from the day, to gild this 
cene 


Of death and night? Ha ! what diſorder's this? 
Somewhat I heard of king and rival mention'd. 
What's he that dares be rival to the king ? 

Or lift his eyes to like where I adore ? 


ZARA. There, he; your priſoner, 'and that was 


my ſlave, ' 
Kix. How'T Better than my hopes! Does ſhe ac- 
cuſe him? Aſide. 


ARA. 


wo % 


C 


A. 
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ZARA. Am I become ſo low by my captivity, 
And do your arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport of flaves? 
And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter ſun beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Preſume to-day to plead audacious love, 
And build bold hopes on my dejected fate? 
KinG, Better for him to tempt the rage of heav'n, 
And wrench the bolt red-hiſſing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that inſolence. 
*Tis daring for a god. Hence, to the wheel 
With that Ixion, who aſpites to hold 
Divinity embrac'd ; to whips and priſons 
Drag him. with ſpeed, and rid me of his face, 
Re | Guards ſeize Oſmyn. 
ZARA. Compaſſion led me to bemoan his ſtate, 
Whoſe former faith had merited much more : 
And through my hopes in you, I undertook 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thence ſprung his inſolence, 


And what was charity, he conſtrued: love. 


KinG. Enough; his puniſhment' be what you 
pleaſe. A 


But let me lead you from this place of ſorrow, 


To one, where young delights attend; and joys 
Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
And ſpread like roſes to the morning ſun : 


Where ev'ry hour ſhall roll in circling joys, 


And love ſhall wing the tedious waſting day. 
Life without love 1s load ; and time ds ſtill: 
What we refuſe to him, to death we give; 

And then, then only, when we love we live. 


End of the Szconn Aer. 


; 4 7 By ACT 
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ACT iI. so EN E I. 
A PRISON. 
Osurx alone, with a Paper. | 
\OsMvv. . 


B now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 

That holds my father's aſhes ; and but now, 
Where he was pris'ner Jam too impriſon'd. 
Sure tis the hand of heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrances. 
In a dark corner of my cell I found © 
This paper, what it is this light will ſhow. 


If my Alphonſo Ha! Few Reading. 


1f my Alphonſo live, reſlore him, heaw'n'; 

Grue me more weight, cruſh ny declining years ©. 
With bolts, with chains; impriſonment and want; 
But bleſs my jon, viſit not him for m. 


It is his hand; this was his pray r—yet more: 


Let cry hair, which ſorrow by the root. [Reading. 
Tears fr.m my hoary and devoted heads. 

Be doublet in thy mercies to my. ſon 5 

Not for myſelf, but him, hear me, all-graciolu— 


Tis wanting what ſhou'd follow-- Heav'n ſhou'd follow, 
But ' tis torn off Why ſhou'd that word alone 

Be torn from his petition ? Twas to heav'n, 

But heav'n was deaf, heay'n heard him not; but thus, 
Thus as the name of heav'n from this 1s torn, 

do did it tear the ears of mercy from 

His voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r againſt him, 

It piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 

On high, and of good men the very beſt 

Is ſiugled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 
What is reward? or what is puniſhment ? 
But who ſhall dare to tax eternal juſtice ! 


Yet 


et 
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Vet I may think—I may, I muſt; for thought 

Precedes the will to think, and error lives 

E'er reaſon can be born. Reaſon, the power 

To guels at right and wrong; the twinkling lamp 

Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 

Fooling the follower, betwixt ſhade and ſhining. 

What noiſe! Who's there? my friend! How cam'ſt 
thou hither * | 


305 


$ CENTS: 


OsMyx, HEL1. 


Hr. THE time's too precious to be ſpent in tell- 
1 


ng; 
The captain, adn by Almeria's power, 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Osu. 'How does Almeria? Bur I know—ſhe is 
As lam. Tell me, may I hope to fee her? 

HELI. You may; anon, at midnight, when the 

kin 17 5 | 
Is gone'to beſt, and Garcia 1s retir'd, 
(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a bridegroom's right) ſhe'll come. 

Os u. dhe'll come; tis what ] wiſh, yet what fear, 
She'll come, but whither, and to whom + O heay'n! 
To a vile priſon, anda captiv'd wreteh ; - ; 
To one, whom had ſhe never known, ſhe had 
Been happ : why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon 4 o'er to love what heav'n forſakes ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied ſteps, 
One, who has tir'd misfortune with purſuing ? * 
One, driv'n about the world like blaſted leaves 
And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds; *till late 
At length, impriſon'd in ſome cleft of rock, 
Or earth, it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt, 

HELI. Have hopes, and hear the voice of better 

fate, Wiſts 1 

I've learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to ſhare the plunder, 
Which Manuel to his own uſe and avarice 
Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia's frontiers; 
Where many of your ſubjects, long oppreſs'd _ 
FA | : 18 ; 3 ' With 
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With tyranny and grievous impoſitions, 
Are riſen in arms, and call for chiefs to head 
And lead em, to regain their rights and liberty. 

Osm. By heav'n thou'ſt rouz d me from my lethargy. 
The fpirit which was deaf to my own wrongs, 
And the loud-cries of my dead father's blood; 

Deaf to revenge—nay, which refus'd to hear 

The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my love 

Yet unenjoy'd; what not Almeria could 

Revive, or raiſe, my people's voice has waken'd. 

O my Antonio, I am all on fire, 

My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge 

And bear amidſt the foe, with conqu'ring troops. 

] hear *em call to lead *em on to liberty, | 
To victory; their ſhouts and clamours rend 

My ears, and reach the heav'ns; where is the king? 
Where is Alphonſo? ha! where? where indeed? 
O] could tear and burſt the ſtrings of life, 

To break theſe chains. Off, off, ye ſtains of royalty. 
Off ſlavery. O curſe! that I alone 

Can beat and flutter in my cages when I 

Would ſoar, and ſtoop at victory beneath. 

HEL1. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time, 
My lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, - 
And think on what we may reduce to practieo. 

Tara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 

The means of liberty reſtor d. That gain'd, 
Occaſion will not fail to point out ways | 

For our eſcape. Mean time, I've thought already 

With ſpeed and ſafety, to convey myſel - 
Where not far off ſome malecontents hold council 

Nightly, hating this tyrant; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 

When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe, 

| Osm,. My friend and counſellor, as thou think'ſt fit, 
So do. I will with patience wait my fortune. | 
HELI. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion, 

Os. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 

But as I may, I'll do. Lhave a paper 

Which 1 would ſhew thee, fr but that the fight 

Would hold thee here, and clog thy expedition, 

Within I found at, by my father's hand 

TD was writ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 

Pater nal love prevailing oer his ſorrows; 


Such 


t, 


ich 
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Such ſanQity, ſuch tenderneſs, ſo mix'd 


With grief, as wou'd draw tears from inhumanity. 
HE LI. The care of providence ſure left it there, 

To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 

Was never heard in vain; heav'n has in ſtore 

For you, thoſe bleſſings it with-held from him. 

In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 

And our next meeting will confirm. 
Os Mu. Farewel, 


My friend, the good thou doſt deſerve attend thee. 


S CE N E III. 


Os my x alone. 


Os. * been to blame, and queſtion'd with im- 
let 3 | 

The care of heavin. Not ſo my father bore . 

More anxious grief. This ſhou'd have better taught 
me: | 

This leflon, in ſome hour of inſpiration; 

By him fet down; when his pure thoughts were borne, 

Like fumes of ſacred incenſe, o'er-the clouds, 

And wafted thence, on angels wings, thro' ways 

Of light to the bright ſource of all. For there 

He in the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 


And waking to the world and mortal ſenſe, 


Left this example of his refignation, 

This his laſt legacy to me, which, here, 

I'll treaſure, as, more worth than diadems, 
Or all extended rule of regal pow'r. | 


WES 5 - 
OsMYN, ZAR A veiled. 
Oe. VN HAT brightneſs breaks upon me thus 


thro” ſhades, | 


And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling ! | 
Is it my love ? 


ZARA. O that thy heart had taught 


[ Lifting. her weil. 
Thy tongue that ſaying. | 
| Osm. 


©. 


\ 
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Os u. Zara! I am betray'd 
By my ſurpriſge. 4 1 
ZARA. What, does my face diſpleaſe thee? 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy eyes 
Away, as from deformity and horror. 
If fo, this fable curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ftand before thee ſeeing, 
And unſeen. Is it my love! aſk again 
That queſtion, ſpeak. again in that ſoft voice, 
And look again with withes in thy eyes. 
O no, thou can'ſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 
As ſhe, whoſe ſavage breaſt has been the cauſe 
Of theſe thy wrongs ; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous rage 
Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons: 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſeneſs; 
Could one who lov'd, thus tortured whom ſhe lov'd 2 © 
No, no, it muſt be hatred, dire revenge ; 
And deteſtation, that cou'd uſe thee thus. 
So thou doſt think ; then do but tell me ſo; 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how Pl! revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how I'll ſtab and tear 
This heart of flint till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries. 
OsM. You wrong me, beautcous Zara, to believe 
I bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 
As ſtill to meditate revenge on all 
Whom chance, or fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made perforce ſubſervient to that end 
The heav'nly pow'rs allot me; no, not you, 
But deſtiny and inauſpicious ſtars 
Have caft me down to this low being : or, 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 
ZARA. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou be- 
heve © | 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs ? 
O, give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion ; then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that paſſion love. 
Os M. Give it a name, 

Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
ZARA. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy 
- goodneſs, "ok Wo £ 
Than e er thou cou'dſt with bittereſt reproaches ; 
Thy anger cou'd not pierce thus to my heart. 


Os u. 


Ly 
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Dsu. Vet I cou'd wiſ 5 
ZARA. Haſte me to know it, what ? | 

Os. That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zara. What thivng ? | 
Os. This ſlave; | 

2ARA. O heav'n! my fears interpret 

This thy flence; fomewhat of high concern, 
ong faſhioning within thy labouring mind, 

— now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has rod; 
ave I done this? tell me, am I fo curg'd ? 

Os u. Time may have ſtill one fated hour to come, 

Which wing'd with liberty, might overtake 

Occaſion paſt. 

ZARA. Swift as occaſion, 1 | 

Myſelf will fly ; and earlier than the morn 


Wake thee to freedom. Now 'tis late; and yet 


ome news few minates paſt arriv'd, which ſeemꝰ d 
To ſhake the temper of the king—who.knows _ 
What racking cares diſeaſe a monarch's bed ? 

Or love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 
oe ſtrikes his rays thro* dutk, and folded lids, 
orbidding reſt, may ftrtch his eyes au ake, 
4 force their balls abroa'l at this dead hour. 

It | 0 

Os. I have not merited this grace; 

Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret purpole take effect, 
Can I repay, as you require, ſuch benefits. 2 
ZAR a. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have J 
more ; 
To give, than I've alfeady loſt. But now; 
zo does the form of our engagements reſt, 
hou haſt the wrong, "alt redrem ther hence; 
hat done, I leave thy juſtice to return : 
My love. Adieu: 


STEM E V. 
Oxi. Ta woman has a foul  . - 
_ a mul, ere aud ,com- 
And'challenges, in ſpite of nie, my beſt 


Eſtęem; to this ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 
01. I. 8 1 | Ot 
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Of perſonal charms, or with leſs yanit | 
Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings. 
But ſhe has paſſions which ant Fenn, the wind, 


And tear her virtues up, as tem root 

The ſea. I fear when ſhe ſhall know the truth, 
Some ſwift and dire event of her blind rage 

Will make all fatal. But behold, ſhe comes 

For whom J fear, to ſhield me from my fears, 
The cauſ and comfort of my boding heart. 


S. C. E. N E VI. 


ALMERIA, Os xxx. 
Os xx. MAV life, my health, my liberty, my all, 
c M How ſhall I — to has fa place? 
How ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſport ? 
How run into thy arms, with-held by fetters ; 
Or take. thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 
Shall I not hurt or bruiſc thy tender body, 
And ftain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude irons ? Muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 
ALM. Thus, thus, we parted, thus to meet again. 
Thou told'ſt me thou would'ſt think how we might 
meet | ; 
To part no more Now we will part no more, 
or theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. 
'OsM. Hard means to ratify that word !—O cruelty} 
That ever I ſhould think beholding there 7 
A torture !—yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my heart, to ſee thy ſufferings O heav'n ! 
That I cou'd almoſt turn my eyes away, 
Or wiſh thee from my fight. 
ALM. O ſay not ſoz .. _ 
. Tho! tis becauſe thou loy'ſ me. Do not ſay, 
On any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee, 
No, no, tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each other's heart, devour our woes 
With mutual appetite ; ind mingling in 
One cup the common ſtream of both our eyes, 
Drink bitter draughts, with never-flaking thirſt. 
Thus better, than for any cauſe-to part. YE 
Sr CS ; „  . 


ww 


hat 
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What doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 
Dpon me—ſpeak, and take me in thy arms— | 
ou can'ft not! thy poor arms are bound, and ſtrive 
In vain with the remorlſeleſs chains, which gnaw, | 
And eat into — — feſt' ring thy limbs 
With X N 
Os u. Oh! 
AL u. Giye 85 e that figh. | 
Why doſt thon heave, and Me! in thy orcs: i 
Thy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red and ſtart; 
Give thy foul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 
O this world's rule, [ wou'd not wound thy 
rea 
With fuch 4 dagger as then ſtuck” m dert 
Ax M. Why ?. Why? To r it, cannot t wound 
me more, 
Than knowi thou haſt felt! it. Tell! it me. 


Thou me pain with too much tenderneß 10 


Os xt. And thy exceſſive love diſtracts my ſenſe ! 

O wov'dft thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 

Grief cou d not double thus is darts a inſt me. 
AL 4 Thou doſt me wrong, and grief too robs my 
$ cart, ; 

If there he flioor not ev'ry other ſhaft; - 

Thy ſecond felf ſhou'd feel each other wound, 

And woe ſhou'd be in equal portions dealt, ? 

I am thy wife—— 

Os u. O thou haſt ſearch'd- too deep; 

There, there I bleed ; there pull the cruel cords, 

That ſtrain my cracking nerves; engines and wheels, 

That piece-meèal grind, are * of own and balm 

'To that adele thou 
Aru. Then Tam curs“ : 

Indeed, if that be ſo; if Pm thy torment 

Kill me, kill me men, daſh me with thy chains, 

Tread on me: What, am I the boſom- ſnake, 

That ſucks warm lifer blood, and gnaws thy heart ? 

O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds, 

As they have ſtrength to tear this-heart in ſunder; 

So ſhov'dſt thou be at large from all oppreſſion. 


Am I, am J of all thy woesthe work : 


OsM. My all of blifs, my everlaſtin . 
Soul of my ſoul, and end of all — — 


N * thou thus 2 2 with thy words; 
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And melt me down to. 6 with thy Fropingy ? 


Why doſt yy alk d why doſt thou talk 
- ingly bs | | 
Thy {Sy have diſturb'd thy peace 6f mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries 1impoſlible. © 
AL. Didſt thou not ſay, that racks and wheels 
were balm, | LETS Flee) 
And beds of eaſe, to thinking me thy wife? | 
Quua,: Nos no; nor fhou'd the ſubteſt pains that 
1 | | 
Or hell- born malice can invent, extart , 
A with or thought from me, to have thee other, 
Bot thou wilt Knqw what harrows up my heart : 
Thou art my wife—nay, thou art yet my Bride 
The ſacred union of en leve 147 
Yet unaccomplith'd ; his myſterious rites 
Delay'd ; nor has ohr hymencal torch 
_ Yor ia up his laſt moſt grateful | i bebe 
as, 


us plerc- 


But daſh'd with raig from eyes; and ſwail'd 
Burns — | glimmers wink expiring light, 
Is this dark cell a [orpgle: By: that god, "2 

Or this vile garth. an altar for ſuch off rings ? 

This den far flaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes ; 
Is this our martiage: bed] are theſe. our joys. ! 


Is this to call thee mine? O hold my heart: 
Teen thep thine | Yau: — n 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremeſt extaſy, 
But O thou art not mine, not ev'n in quſery ; ; 
And tis deny'd to me to be ſq bleſs d, ere . 
As ta be wretched with thee. 
Arn. No; not thak 
The extremeſt malice of aur fate can hinder ; 
Thar ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leayings of calamity, 444 | 
There ye will feaſt, and ſmile on paſt diſtreſs, 
And hug, in ſchrn of it, our mutual ruin, | 
Ost. © thou doſt talk, my love, as one refolv'd, 

| 8 not knowing danger. But look forward; 

Think on to-morrow, hen thou ſhalt be torn 

From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms; 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will ftrai 
To graſp and reach what is deny d my hands: 
Think how the blood will ſtart, and tears will guſh 


To follow thee, my ſeparating foul | 
Lan 7 papaung ious, Think 


k 


Speak of compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak | 


The MourxinG Bring. 313 


Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia 

Then will I imear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 

And daſh my face, and riv'd my clatted hair, 

Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaft, 

And grovel with gaſh'd hands to ſcratch a grave, 

Stripping my nails, to tear this pavement up, 

And ury me alive. $ 

Arx. Heart+breaking horror! 
Os u. Then Garcia fal lie panting on thy boſom, 

Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms; 

And thou * muſt yield, and aid his tranſport. 

Hell! hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave? 


What are all racks; and wheels, and whips to this? 


Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, 

And wafting air to this? O my Almeria, 

What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 

But knowing heav'n, to know it loft for ever? _ 
ALM. O, I am ftruck : thy words are bolts of ice, 

Which ſhot into my breaſt; now melt and chill me. 

I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears. 

No, hold me not O, let us not rere 

But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 

Where levell'd low, np more we'll lift our eyes, 

But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of carth 

Wick rivers of incefſant calding rain 


SCENE VI, 
24, PAZ, SELIN, OsMyN, ALMERIA. 


freedom, : 
Dare you diſpute the king's command)? Behold 
The roy ſignet. 
PxEx. I obey; yet beg 
Your majeſty one ' moment to defer 
Your ent'ring, till the princeſs is return'd 
From viſiting the noble priſoner, 
Zara, Ha! | 
What ſay'ſt thou? 

Os u. We are loſt ! undone ! diſcover'd ! 

Penk my life, with ſpeed— Alas, we've ſeen: 


Of 
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Of iptexceding for me with the king ; gg 
E quickly to conceal our e, ug 
Nu Teaunot ſpeak,” 4 
0 Mu. Let the 
Conduct vou forth, as not bean W 
Bur *till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus a in. 


2 A. 82 and weeping as | : leads 7 


hon jn 3h face, and grief! in hers! 0? 
IS IN ve been abus'd—Death and Rue, ! 
Hoy . ſhall. ſearch into this myftery ? | 
The Stluelt bla of peſtilential air p 
Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill is eyes; 
Perdition catch em both, and ruin part em. cg 
Os, This charity to one unknown; and thus 
| Aloud to Almeria as He goes * 
n. n wit repay all thanks art poor. 


HOSES om 


2 2A, SEL, enen. — i 
Zara. 8 damn'd Aiſembles ! Vet Twin 


be calm, 
Choak in my rage, and know the utmoſt d 
Of e decciver—You hy much — Y 
return ſo ſoon and une 
252440 £3 446 wh uhwiſh'd,* unwanted "x. it 
aden vet I will contain myſelf. 
KF — re Fn fibre fince laſt we'parted; ** © 
rhaps I'm fauc intrudin — 
Os 2 — — Malm: 5 
Zan. I did not know the price Dan 
Your LI Sir—miſtake me not; you think 
I'm you're deceiv'd, I came to ſet a 
You free: fine: . mall return much better pleas'd, 
To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. 
Ost. You do not come to mock 84. miſeries? A 
ZARA, I do. 
Os M. 1 cold at this time ſpare your mirth. 
ZARK: e thou cou] ba, | t Pm not often 


| — 


, "Y 
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And will indulge it now. What miſeries ? 

Who wou'd not be thus happily confin'd, 

To be the care of weeping majeſty ? 

To have. contending queens, at 0 of night 

Forſake their down, to wake with wat'ry eyes, 

And watch like tapers o'er, your hours of reſt. 

O curſe ! I cannot hold. 
Osm. Come, tis tog much. 
ZARA. Villain! 

Os. How, madam ! 
ZAR A. Thou ſhalt die. 


Os. W yo 


ms | 0 5 *. now 1 beet for. pho 
22225 129 85 e, ware 


* 


15 mn 
—_ 


; 55 1 1 
Vet Pll kg e- Ns a TY 


But now the dawn = N r 


> wy is ſtretch d to 5 N 4 
0 DARE 955 i SORT. q 4 
16. N ou may be ff 58 pow. 


ZARA. Who Waits there? A $ 100 f 450 ook, 
this Nlave L- 0 ROE 
Attempt no means to W215 bitet” away ; 
I've — deceiv'd. Tbe public N N now... peg 
Requires he ſhou'd be mor 2 confin'd d, and 1 none, 
No not the princeſs 1 or to ſee | 


Or ſpeak with him. uit yon to the king, 
Vile and i _—_ ! wo at 456 ſhalt l 


The bas ee ou haſt done my . 
Ves, thou ae ite of thy paſt 1 1 
And all thoſe ills which ou ſo long 


moyrn'd . 
Heav'n has no rage, like love to LE e 5 4] 
N Nor hell a aur, ike a woman ſcorn “0. 


TT 


+. . 


{End of the Tat AcT. - 264 
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AC T IV. 8 C E NE 1. 


Zara, SxLiti. 


ZARA: * 
rack'd me with thy toy; 
me not to aſk thee wire? 


THov haſt theady 


Therefore requi 
Reply at ines w J. What is concluded? 
win. Your ation highly has incens'd 
The king, and were glows prougy.to wig? 9 
The far NN but to that, eſh news 
Is fance artiv*d of more rr n 
'Tis certain Helt 209 is fled, and with him 
Which breeds amazement and diſtraction 
Wo hore kt offices n raft, 
Both ini the ffate and army. is confirms _ 
The king, in full belief of all you told him 
Concerning Oſmyn, and his correſpondence 
With theth who firſt began the mntiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is fign'd; 
And order given for public exegution; 
Zenz: Ha! haſte thee! fly, prevent his fate and 
mine; e e 
Find out the King, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t'impart ere Oſm AR 


Srrix. It needs not, for the king will ftrait be here, 
| ; as to your revenge, not his own. int'reft, 
retend to ſactifice the life of Oſmyn.- 
ZARA. What ſhall I ſay? Invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the king, and fave his life 
In whom I live. Spite of my rage and pride, 
I am a woman, and a lover till. 
O! 'tis more grief but to ſuppoſe his death, 
n till to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 
rom my deſpair my anger had its ſource ; 
When he is dead I muſt deſpair for ever. 
For ever ! that's deſpair—it was diſtruſt 
Before; diſtruſt Glover be in love, 


* 


- 


SAT. bed hes hw © 
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And anger in diſtruſt, both ſhort-liv'd pains, | 

But in Hy and ever-during death, 

No term, no bound, but infinite of woe. 

O torment, but to think} what then to bear? 

Not to be borne—Deviſe the means to ſhun it, 

Quick ; or, by heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. 
Vrin. My life is your's, nor wiſh I to preſerve i it, 
But to ſerve you. I have 7 7 thought. 

ZARA. Forgive an; — thy love and 
truth. 
But ſay; what's to be done? or whe or how - 
Shall prevent, or ſtop th' approaching danger 7. 
SELIM, You muſt ſtill ſeems moſt reſolute and fix'd 
On Oſmyn's death ; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe. Adviſe, 
That execution may be done in private, my 
ZARA. On what pretence? þ 
' SerLim. Your own requeſt”s enough. 
However, for a colour, tell him, 
Have cauſe to fear his guards be corraptes;- 
And ſome of them bought off to ob s int el, 
Who, at the place of execution, will | 0. 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape. Io 
The ſtate of things will countenance all nens. 
Then 2 to the king to have him ſtrangled 
In ſecret, by your mutes:; and get an order, 
That none « mutes may have admittance to him. 
I can no more, the king is here. Obtaiin 
This 1 PI acquaint you with the NY 


SC EN EW 
| Kino, GonsALEz, Perez, Zara, Ser, * 


Kt NG. DEAR to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves, 
TH' ignoble curs, that yelp to fill the ey, 
And ſpend their mouths in barkin tyranny, b 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 2 
Let *em be led away to prefent death, - 
Perez, ſee it perſorm'd. 
Goxs. Might 1 preſume, 1 
Their execution better were deferr' d. 


Till Oſmyn die. Mean time we e maß learn more 
Of this conſpiracy. FW" 


Vor. I. TX - KING. 


| \ 
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Kix. Then be it ſo. nu 

Stay, ſoldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 

Are none return'd of thoſe -who-follow'd Heli? 


Gos. None, Sir. Some papers: lde been: finde 
diſcover'd 14 * Pe ee 


Iu Raderigo's houſe, who: fled with him, 
Which ſeam to intimate, as # Alphonſo 
Were ſtill alive, and arming in Valentia: 
Which wears indeed Saba of a truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 
8 8 2 have been 
iſpets'd, t. amuze deople; Whereuponn 
Std ncady of belief 3 this rumour⸗ 
That being ſav'd upon the coaſt of Africk, | 
He there diſclos'd imſelf to Albucacim . 
And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion ; _ - 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. | 
2 ARA. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſmyn then A- 
52 Phonſo: "? $ 55:1 N ix: 
O heav'a ! a thouſand things oceur at once 
To my remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain death for him, as ſure deſpair 
For me, if it be knowu—If not, what hope 
Have I? Vet twere the loweſt baſencfs, now 
To yield him up- No, will ſtill conceal him, 
And try the farce of yet more obligations. 
Gon s Tis not impoſſible. Vet, it may. be 
That ſome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Vour beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
E ſuch a one, fo ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albucacim's court. a ; 
EKixg. Pardon, fair excellenee, this long negle& + 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome hour of buſineis, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of love z 
But wearing now. apace with ebbing ſand, 
Will quick * waſte, and give again the day. 
ZARA. You're too ſecure :. the danger is more im- 
minent a ' 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee; 
While Oſmyn lives, you are not ſafe. 
KRI, His doom en 
Is pals'd; if you revoke it not, he dies. 


1 
o 


ZARA. 
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ZARA. Tis well. By bpm, w ee. 


1 find I can unfold, what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himſelf Alphonſo 
Was cafſt upon my coaſt, as is reported, 
And oft had private conference with the ie . 
To what effect I knew not then: but he, 
Alphonſo; ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our arms embark'd for Spain. 
What L know more is, that a tripple league 
Of ſtricteſt friendſhip, was profeſsd between 
; Alphonſo, Heli, and the traitor Oſmyn, N 
ING. Public report is Tatify*d-in thig/ 
Zan, And Oſmyn's death requir d of ſtrong ne- 
ceinty. 
Kino. Give order ſtrait chat all the pris'ners die. 
ZARA. Forbear a moment; ſomewhat more I have 
. Worthy your private ear, and this your miniſter. 
Kinc. Let all ee nn leave the room. 


AG, 


Kinc, Goxeaunr, Aan, Seuus., 
| LARA] Am your captive, and you've us'd me nobly; 
And in return of that, though otherwiſe 
Your enemy, have diſcover'd Ofmy | 
_ private practice and conſpirac _ 
inſt your ſtate: and fully to {charge 
ſelf of what Pye undertaken, now 
I oy it fit to tell you, that your guards 1 
Are tainted; ſome among em have refoly'd © 
To reſcue Oſmyn at the place of death. 
KIxO. Ie treaſon then ſo near us as our guard? 
ZARA, en uin, though wy knowledge'i is not 


80 . to iat at che particular men. | 
n. KINO. What's to be r eee 157 
4 ZARA. That too F will adviſe: . * 9222 . 
| I have — in my train ſme mutes, 
A preſent once from t e Selena . 
Ja the Grand Signior's court. Theſe, from ghivie' in- 
60 faney, | 25 
. 7 n | Are 


! | 


bi 
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Are praQtis'd-in the trade of death; and ſhall 
(As there the cuſtom Is) 1 in private Rrangle 
myn. 
Gons. My lord, the queen adviſes well. 
KINO. What off ring, or what recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices? 
To caſt beneath your feet the crown you? ve ſavzd, 
Tho on the hand that wears it, were too little. 
ZARA. Of that hereafter z but, mean time, tis fit 
You give ſtrict charge, that none may be admitted 5 
To ſee the pris' ner, but n mol. NB 
Shall ſenlcd. | N 
K1xG, Who waits chere? 4 


2 


LU 


SCENE IV. 25 


| King, Gonrarns, Zana, sin, rar. 
Ki. O our life — heed 
| 7 bat only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her warrant; hve admittance'to the Moor. 
ZARA. They and no other, not the Races ſelf. 
PER. Your majeſty ſhalt be * 
s. Retire. | 


0 17 


n CE N TY Ve 
Kix, Gone al, Z Sa, 


Gons. THAT interdiction fo partievlary;: | 
Pronounc'd wo vehemence eee the 
princeſs, me | 


Showd.have more meaning than appears bare fac 4. 


Tee. is blinded by his love, and heeds 


It not. Your majeſty ſure might have ſpar' 4 

That laſt reftrajnt.z you hardly can ſuſpect | 02 

The princeſs is confederate with the Moor. N 
ZAR A. I've heard, her chari — did once extend. 

So far, to viſit him, at his : 
Gons. Ha! 


ier 14085 She viſit Oſmayn ! ! What, > my danght 


21 5 | | "Bans; 


% — F * — — 


. Kaige 
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SELIM; Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin d all. 
ZARA. And after did follicit you on his 
Behalf. obo 8 
Kin. Never. You hack heen miſ-inform's. — 
ZAR * Indeed! Then * was a c 1 by 
ome, 
Who wiſh'd it ſa; 2 comms art in courts, SAT 
I. will-retire,/ and inſtantly prepare ; 
a0 wy pen r 


8 0 E N E v 


2097 e Kinds Gonsakka- 11 
Cons. HERE. ſomewhat vet of ping in this; 
Her words and actions are — and 
| double, 
Sometimes concurs and ſometimes diſagree 
[ like it not. 
KI x G. What dect thou think, Gonfalez; 
Are we not much indebted-to this fair one? 
Goxs. Lam a little flow of credit, Sit, 
In the fincerity of women's actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the M 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes - 
As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
I wiſh her mutes are icant to be employ d 
As ſhe pretends - doubt it now Your guards 


1 ; how'? by whom? who told her ſoz 
' th? evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight ; 
She begg d — to releaſe . 
.ÞP=rh* morning he muſt die again; e' er noon 
Her mutes alone maſt. ſtrangle him, or hel 21 
Eſcape. This put er ſuit not welt. 
'Kins. Vet, that re's truth in what the has A 
 _  6overtd; dar r by 
ö Is manifeſt from every eircumſtance- 
N This tumult, and the lords who fled wich LOY 7 
Are confirmation chat Alphonſo — th 8 


1 


: rees'expreſsly rp arg wh — 02 % 
; ON 8,4 t it; Sir; br not, but in 
17 — og . — — nag 


22 now . It may | be I'm deceived; | : 2 
3 A | But 
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chat needleſs caution of the princeſs? 
Phat ſhe bad ſeen Oſmyn ? tho! *twere Range. 
But if ſhe had, what was't to her? unlefs }; 
She fear'd her ſtronger ie. W the Noob. 
Affection to revolt. $473 
g Kins, I thank thee, 8 71011 
8 There's reaſon in thy doubt, and I. zam wart'd. 
But think'f thou — daughter ſaw this Moor 2 


Gos. If Oſyn be as has related, 
Alphonſo's friend; 'tis not — 


But ſhe might wiſh on his accgu him. 
Kix. — thou? pe heav'n Won baff nid a 


thou 

That like a ſudden eat e ſhakes my frame; 
Confuſion ! then my —.— s an accomplice, 
And; plots in private with this helliſn Mor. 


„Gone, That were too — a thoughp—bur ſee ſhe 
comes. 


Twere not amiſs to « ber alittle, 5 

And try 3 er, if Pve divin'd aright. 

e 
For Oſmy as s 

Urge that, 40try: it "lt for ons Jad | 


IX * N. * . 
| Kine, Golan, banken, * 


King. un 3 8 

V. I had determin'd to have i yau. 
Let your nee eee od 96 

oon, 
To talk wich on., «Qvaiemedt,twhy 1 —.— 
f What mean thoſe fuellen and ee eyes, that 
In ge ror as + a 
s the wept in 0 worn 

In waking anguiſh. This, on the day — 1 
Which was defigitdtortelebrate.thy, nuptialia : 
But that the beam of light are 8 ul 
With reeking gore, from traitors on the rack? 
here ſorz I have defe td the marriage nee n) 
or ſhall the gui . i 
; Prophane chat ef * <> — 1 234% | Won 3%. 


„ Ate. 
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Ar M. All days to me | 


Henceforth are equal; this the day of death, 


To-mozrow, the next, and each that follows, 
Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong. 
One hated line of more ded woe. 


KinG. Whenee Ent Give me to know ihe 


cauſe, 


And look thou anſwer me with truth; for know, 

I am not unacquainted with. thy falſhood, 

Why art thou mute? baſe and degenerate maid ! 
oNs, Dear madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the 


FR. is to peak? or where fore e 
? 


What mean theſe tenen but grief unutterable er 
Kins. „They are the dumb PEAT guilty 


— * mean the guilt; £ and ſay thou wert confed'rate. 8 

With damn'd conf; atom to take my lift. | 

O! —— parricide ! now eanſt thou ſpeak} 1 11 
Al M. O earth, behold, Lkneel upon thy boſom, | 

And bend my flowing eyes, to ſtream upon 

Thy face, wa 67 thee that thou n weld 3 

Open thy bowels o on, take 1 

Into thy 1 — the lat and moſt forlorn ., 

Of all thy race. Hear me, thou common parent 3. 

U have no parent elſe—be thou a mother, 

And ſtep between me and the curſe of him, 

Who was——who was, but is no, more a father. 

yu. brands 3 chi and — 92 
nd for the tender names of c aug . | 

Now calls me murderes and parricide, 12:12 A ould'fh 
Kix. Riſe, I command thee riſe K thou 

Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted nas, 

Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign. dag,” 

Now doom'd to die, that moſt — OM 
Aru. Never, but as with innocence I might, 

And free of All bad purpoſes. So heav'n's, | 

oy Vi Fr 


| tx. Vile le equivocating wretch ! Y | 
With innocence ? O patience hear,—ſhe ns I. 
 Confeſles it l By heav'n L'Il have him rack d, 


Torn, dag, Aan d, impal'd—all 5 ar- | 
| ures ' 
| Thar 


= 
x 
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That wit of man and dire reyetige can think, © ag 

Shall he accomulate@ underibear, ©, 0002 
A M. O, I am loſt—there fate 1 85 to Wound. 
KIxd. Hear we, chess if thou canft reply; Hos 

| traitreſs, 

Fm not to learnt that cursd Alptonſo lives; ILY 

Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn is— 
AL.” Then all is ended, and we both muſt die, 

Since thou' rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. 

And yet 2 wou'd L have d 'd, heav'n knows, 

Repeated deaths, rather than ave reveaPd thee. - 

Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho“ een 

R cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, : 


And cleaves my heart; I — * have borhe it all, 


Nay, all che pains chat are p repar'd for thee + 

To che ee rack 1 won'd n 

This weak and tender fleſh, to have been brii'd 

And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy being. 

Kin. Hell, hell ! do I hear this; and yet e Sete: 

What, dart chou to my face e guilt? 

Hence, *c'er1 curſe—fly my juſt rage with ſpced ; . 

Left I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 

Aru. Aud yet a father! think Fam your child. 

Turn not you ron away—look on me kneeling ; 

Now curſe me can, now ſpurn me off. 

Did ever father Res his kneeling euld?-** + 

Never: for «always bleffings crown that 5 

Nature inchnes, and dine meet that duty, 

Stooping to raiſe from earth the filial reverence; 

For bended knees returning folding arms, 251 = 

With pray*rs, and bleffings, and paternal love. 

O hear me then, thus 8 on the earth - 

Kine. Be thou advis'd let me go, while pe: 

The light impreffion thou haſt made remains. 

ALM. No, never ks Friſe; nor lopſe this "I 

Till yu are moved, ud grant that he may Hue. is 
9 who — Hye?" Do: no more of 

at 1 9 5 5 


_" 


For on my foul he des, tho” — and I, * 


all ſhou' a follow to partake his ret: . 

Away, off, e $0,—Call her attendants. 1 4115 
N A m. | Leonora and women return... 

Ann Drag me, harrom earth with my k bare bo- 


ſom. 


r . Pl 


* 
4 


e 


lee 
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I'll not let go till you have ſpar'd my huſband. & 

Kino. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? huſband! huſband! 

- damnation ! | 
What huſband ? which ? who ? 

ALM. He, he is my huſband, + 

KinG. Poiſon and daggers ! who? 

Arn. 0 [ Faints, 

Gons. Help, ſupport her. 

ALM. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep—P'll dig, 
Pl dig a grave, and tear up death; I will; | 
PI ſcrape till I collect his rotten bones, 

And cloath their nakedneſs with my own fleſh ; 
Ves, I will trip off life, and we will change: 

I will be death; then tho' you kill my huſband, | 
He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. 

King. What huſband? who? whom doſt thou 

mean ? | Ox ”, 

Gos. She raves ! 

ALM. O that I did. Oſmyn, he is my huſband 

KINO. Oy | mY 

ALM. Nor Oſmyn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded huſband—Heay'n and air, and ſeas, 
Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs. 

KinG, Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt rave, 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy madneſs. 
Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire import, 

Which I'll not hear, *till I'm more at peace. 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word : 
And look thatſhe attempt not on her life, 


SCENE VII. 


ALMERIA, GonsALEz, LEONORA, Attendants. 


ALM. O Stay, yet ſtay; hear me, I am not mad. 
I wou'd to heav'n I were — He's gone. 
Gons. Have comfort. 2 
ALM. Cury'd be that tongue, that bids me be of 
| comfort ; | WY NEL IO 
Curs'd my own tongue, that cou'd not move his pity; 
Curs'd theſe weak hands that could not hold him here; 


4 For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. 
iS Gons. Vour too exceſſive grief works on your 
fancy, | 


"Ip Vor. I. Uu | And 
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And deludes your £6. | -Alphont 2 living, 


Is far from hence, be our fa o wer. 
ALM. Hence, ou 15 ed, Alti LP AA E: 
Source of my woes : d th hy rage be curs'd x, 
But doubl 7 thou, * 24 "ſt alone have N 
And fraud, to find the fatal ſecret out, 
| Aw. know that Olmyn was Alphonſo. i q 
ons. Ha 
Ann. DIL: doſt thou ſtart? what dot. thou _ or 
ear ? 


Was it the doleful bell, tolling for dear 3 
Or dying groans from my Alphonſ: 2 1 3 
See, ſee, look yonder l. .w ere a.grizzled, pale, | 
And ghaſtly head ares by, hah p mear'd with: plood. 
Capes as it wou! Ae 1 Ah NY er 

a da ad hand has a 
I'll Precht a oy LENIN cries ot pay 
Me father's voice! hollow it ſounds, and calls 

om the r follow it; fer, there, F 

again be 1d * dear e | 


8 C EN 2 x: | 
Goxs4LEZ alone. 


Gons. SHE» greatly levid; nor am ef ſurpriz d. 


In Alphonſo ! no; ſhe N TALE 
My policy 9 = 45 er füſpeßted it: 
Nor now had known. it, but from her iniftke. 
Her huſband too! Ha 1 where is Garcia then ? 
And where the crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 
To grace the line of my poſterity ? 
* let me think if I ſhou'd tell the King 
s come to this extremit 7 his daughter 
wel ed already—what if he thou a yield ? 
Knowlilg $0 no remedy for what i ; 6 | 
Nod ur nature pleading for his child, 
ith w ich e ſeems do be already ſhaken. | 
And tho" know he hates beyond the grave 
Anſel mo” s race; yet if—that If concludes me. 
Fo doubt, when may be affur'd, is folly, 
But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To ſet kim free l 858 now tis Pain; ; Owell 


3 5 


Invented | 


wa 
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Invented tale! He was Alphonſo's friend. 


This ſubtle woman will amuſe the king, 
If I delay—'twill do—or better ſo. 


One to my wiſh. Alonzo, thou art welcome. 


SCENE X. 
SovsAr Ez, AL 08/20. 


Alon. T HE king expects your lordſhip. 
Gons. Tis no matter, . 
I'm not i' thꝰ way at preſent; Alonzo, 
 ALon. IPr pleaſe your lordihip, I'll return and ſuy 
I have not ſeen you. a | 
Gon. Dog ny beſt Arb | 
Yet ftay, I wou'd—bur $95 ; anon will ferve= - ; 
Yet I have that requires 575 9 help. 
I- think thou would'ſt not 1 to do me  fervice. | 
Avon: I amyour creature! 
Gons. Say thou art my* friend. 
I've ſeen thy ſword do noble execution! 
ALon, All that it can 2 lordſhip ſtiall command. 


Goms. Thanks; and take the at thy word. 
Thov'ft ſeen, 


Among the followers of the captive queen, 
Dumb men, who make their b by ſigns. 
Aron. f hive, my lord. 
Goxs. Cov'dft chou N 
And privacy che wearing. gat atb of one 
Of thoſe,” tho” purchas d 5 bis death, fl 
Thee 3 as a e le f 
Aon. Conelu eit ne. ore 0 wan poet, 
p lord“ 
Gons, Ar my aperement. v thy utmoſt di 
ence; 45. 44 
And ay Pve not been ſeen, —Haſte ood Alonzo, 
So, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo. ain, 
The greateſt obſtacle is then remov id. 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may ved. 
And 1 * the crown on Garci 's bead. | 


. End of the Fb vn Acr. 
Du 2 ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE IL. 
A Room of State. 


| Kino, Penzz, ALONZo. 


KiNG, 107 to be found? In an ill hour he's abſent, 
None, ſay you, none? what not the fay'rite 
Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her mutes, [cunuch ? 
Have yet requir'd admittance ? 14 "5 = 
PER. None, my lord. 
Kin. Is Oſmyn ſo di 2 as I comme er! 
Per. Faſt — in double chains, and at full length 
He lies ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe 
She might remove the centre of this earth, 
As looſe the rivets of his bonds. 
Kin. Tis we; | 
mute appears, and ſcein the ling retires. 
Ha ! ſtop and 1 ize that mute; Aer follow him. 
Ent'ring he met my eyes, and ſtarted back, _ 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his boſom, 
As to conceal th* importance of his errand. - 
4 follows him and returns with a paper. 
ALon. G bloody proof of obſtinate fidelity ! 
KinG. What doſt thou mean? 
ALoN, Soon as I ſeiz d the man, 
He ſnatch'd from out his boſom this—and firove . 
With raſh and greedy. haſte, at once to cram 
The morſel down. his throat. - I catch'd his arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his hand to wring it from him; 
Which done, he drew a poniard from his fide, wh 
And on the inftant jung'd it in his breaſt.” 
Kr1xG. Remove the body thence c'er Zara ſee it. 
Aron, Tl! be ſo bold to borrow his attire ; 
Twill 19 me'of my promiſe to Gonfalez. 


8 G . . 

| \ Kino, PEREZ. wr dong OP 

PER. WATER it is, the king's complexion 
turns. 


Kino. How's this? My mortal foe beneath my 
of! Having read the letter. 


O, give 


ay 


ve 
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O, give me patience, all ye powers! no, rather 
Give me new rage, implacable 2 i 
And trebled fury Ha! who's there? 
PER. My lord. . 4 , | 
KING. Hence, ſlave, how dar'ſt thou *bide to watch 
Into how poor thing a king deſcends ; [and pry 
How like thyſelf, when paſſion treads him down? 
Ha! ftir not, on thy life : for thou wert fix d 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this bait, 
And laſh againſt the e Hh, cars you're all 
Rank traitors ; thou art with the reſt combin'd ; 
Thou knew'ſt that Oſmyn was Alphonſo, knew'ſt 
My daughter privatnly with him conferr'd ; 
And wert the ſpy and pandar to their meeting. 
Pen. By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd. 
KINO. Thou ly'ſt. 
Thou art . too with Zara; here 
Where ſhe ſets down—S:1l! will I ſet thee free. Reading. 
That ſomewhere is repeated have power 
O'er them that are thy guards Mark that, thou traitor. 
PER. It was your majeſty's command, I ſhould 
Obey her order. 
Kix. Reading. |—And fill will I ſet ” 
Thee free, Alphonſo—Hell ! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo ! 
Falſe and perfidious Zara! ſtrumpet daughter! 
Away, begone, thou feeble boy, fond love, 
All nature, ſoftneſs, pity and compaſhon, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell hate, within my breaſt, revenge and gall. 
By heav'n Ill meet, and counterwork this treachery. 
Hark thee, villain, traitor - anſwer me, ſlave. 
PER. My ſervice has not merited thoſe titles. 
KinG. Dar'ſt thou reply? Take.that—thy ſervice? 
thine ? | TE { Strikes him. 
What's thy whole life, thy ſoul, thy all, to my 
One moment's eaſe? Hear my command; and look 
That thou obey, or horror on thy head. 
Drench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 
Why doſt thou ſtart ? Reſolve, or? 
PER. — Sir, I will. f 
W "Tis well that when ſhe comes to ſet him 
free, | 
His teeth may grin, and mock at her remorſe. 


Peres going. 
—Stay 


— 


— — 


— 1 9 
4 — . 1 — 
— — a a 
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—Stay thee—T've farther _—_ add to this, 
And give her eyes yet greater diſappointment: 
en thou ended him, bring me his robe; 

. let the cell where ſhe'll expect to ſee him 
Be darken'd, fo as to amuſe the fight, 
Ell be conducted thither mark me well 
There with his turbant, and his robe array'd, 

nd laid along as he now lies ſupine, | 

ſhall, convict her to her face of falſhood. 
When for Alphonfo's ſhe ſhall take my hand; 
And breath her fighs upon my lips for his, 
Sudden PlV ſtart, and daſh her with her guilt; 
But ſee ſhe comes; Il! ſhun th* encounter; thou, 
Follow me; and give heed to my direction. 


SCENE III. 
| EAA, Ser1M; 


ZARA. THE mute not yet return d! ha; twas the 
5 king! | ww 
The king that parted hence ! frowning he went; 
is eyes like meteors rolPd, then darted down 

Their red and angry beams; as if his figh 

Would, like the raging dog“ ſtar, ſcorchi the eartli, 
And kindle ruin in its Doſt think 

He faw me? be. | 

SELIM. Yes: but then, as if he thought - 

His eyes had -err'd, he —— | 

Th' imperfe& look, and ſternty turnd away. 

ZARA. Shun me when ſeen?!” I fear tan haſt un- 
| done me. | 3 
1 artifice begets ſuſpicion, 
And, — n 1 Ares 
The face : defion ; alone dif; | 
What al Fees. af Norge ut nifchief! 
Thou like the adder, venomous and deaf, 
Haſt ſtung the traveller; and, after, heart 
Not his purſuing voice; ev'n-where thou think'ſt 
To hide; theruftting leaves and bended graſs 
Confeſs, and point the path which thou haft crept. 
O fate of fools?” offlcious in 'contriving ;, 
Im executing puzzled, lame and loſt. 
** — SELIM. 
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SkLiu. Avert it, heav'n, that you ſhould ever 
For my defett: or that the means which I [ ſuffer 
Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your defign ! - 
Preſcience is heav'n's alone, not giv'n to man. 
If I have fail'd in what, as being man, 8 
I needs muſt fail; impute not as a crime 
My nature's want, but puniſh nature in me: 

I plead not for a pardon and to live, | 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, ftrike ; 
I bear my breaſt to meet your juſt revenge. 
_ ZARA. I have not leiſure now to take fo poor 
A forfeit as thy life: ſomewhat of high | 
And more important fate requires my. thought. 
When I've concluded on myſelf, if 1 | | 
Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die. 
Regard me well; and dare not to repl | 

To what I give in charge; for I'm refolv'd. 
Give order, that the two remaining mates. 
Attend me inſtantly, with each a bowl 

Of ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed 
Benumb the living faculties, and give 

Moſt eaſy and inevitable death, 

Yes, Oſmyn, yes; be Oſmyn or Alphonſo, 

PIl give thee freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free; 
Such liberty as I embrace. myſelf, © EX ons 
Thou ſhalt partake. Since fates no more afford 
I can but die with thee to keep my word. 


- 
® 


det foot dane. + 
Scene opening ſhews the Priſon. 
GoNSALEZ alone, diſguis'd like a Mute, with a Dagger, 
Goxs. NOR centinel! nor guard! the doors un- 
28 N barr d! * ES > 
And all as ftill, as at the noon of night! 
Sure death already has been buſy here. 
There lies my way, that door is too unlock'd. 
1 oy "EE Lets tn, 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps—all's dark within, ſave what 
A lamp, that feebly lifts a fickly flame, 
By fits reveals—his face Teems turn'd, to fayour 
h' attempt: Þ'll teal, and do it unperceiv'd. 


4 


What | 
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What noiſe ! ſomebody coming? ft, Alonſo? 

No body? Sure hell wait without—I would 

*T were done—PI! crawl, and fting him to the heart; 
Then caft my fkin, and leave it there to anſwer it. 

| N n Iser in. 


r e 
SARA, ALONZO. | 
Gar. WHERE: where, Alonzo ? where's my fa- 
3 ther? where l 4) 
The king? Confuſion, all is on the rout! 

All's loſt, all ruin'd by ſurprize and treachery. | 
Where, where is he! y doſt thou thus miſlead me? 
ALON. My lord, he enter'd but a moment ſince, 

And cou'd not paſs me unperceiv'd What hoa! 
My lord, my lord, what hoa ! My lord Gonfalez? 


"28:40, deb» NL: 


| Garcia, ALONz0, GONSALEZ bloody. 


Sons. PERDITION chen your clamours 
1 _ whence this rudeneſs? | | 
Garcia! 701 ; 7 


Gar. Perdition, flavery, and death, 

Are ent' ring now our doors. Where is the king? 
What means this blood? and why this face of horror? 

_ Gons. No matter —give me firſt to know the cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh and ill-tim'd exclamations. 

GAR. The eaſtern — is to the foe betray'd, 
Who, but for heaps of flain chat choak the paſlage, 
Had enter'd long e' er now, and born down al! 
*Before em, to the palace walls. Unleſs | 
The king in perſon animate our men 
Granada's loſt ; and to confirm this fear, 

The traitor Perez, and the captive Moor, 

Are thro! a poſtern fled, and join the foe. [call 
"Gowns, Wou'd all were falſe as that; for whom you 

The Moor, is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſo ; 

In whoſe heart's blood this poniard yet is warm. 

SAR. Impoſſible ; for Oſmyn was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo, 8 

* rm / f ONS, 
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Sons. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes; 
How much report has wrong' d your eaſy faith. 
. [Garcia goes in. 
Arox. My lord, for certain truth Perez is fled ; 
And has declar'd the cauſe of his revolt, 5 
Was to revenge a blow the king had giv'n him. 
SA. returning] Ruin and horror! O heart! 
wounding fight ! 12 
Goxs. What fays my ſon? what ruin? ha! what 
P. ; 
GAR. Blaſted my eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my 
tongue, ö 
Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 
This deed—O dire miſtake ! O fatal blow ? 
The king—— | 
ONS. LL tilt. i 
: 7 $44 | The king | e I 
GAR. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in blood. 
See, ſee, attir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies: [They hai in, 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? 
But what imports the manner, or the cauſe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, | 
But that we all ſhould turn our twords agairiſt 
Ourſelves, and expiate with our own his Blood, 
Gon is 11 wretch! O curs'd, and raſh, deluded 
9 88 | 
On me, on me, turn your: kFenglig ſword, 
I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 
Shou'd make atonement by a death as horrid ; 
And fall beneath the hand of my own ſonn?n 
Gar. Ha! what? atone this murder with a greater] 
The horror of that thought has damp'd my rage. 
The ęarth already groans to bear this deed 3 | 
Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her face > |, 
With more unnatural blood. Murder my father} 
Better with this to rip up my own'bowels, | 
And bathe it to the hilt, in far leſs damnable 
. e e e! 
 Gons. O my ſon, from the blind dotage 
Of a father's fondneſs theſe Nls aroſe 5 ,/, , - -, 
For thee I've been ambitions, baſe, and bloody : 
For thee Ive plung'd into this fea of ing. | 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand, 
While Yother, bore the crown, (to-wreathe thy brow) 
—»+YVet.L "TINS -  F> 2 Rn 


—— — — — 


S 
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| Whoſe weight has ſunk me cer J reach'd the ſhore, 
Gax. FataLembitian ! Hark! the foe is enter'd : 


The hritnefs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand. 


We have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 
Of this furprizing and moſt fatal error. 


as be hve ? the king's death known, will 
rike 


'The few _—_—_— foldiers with Ae | 
And make em * d to mercy of the conqueror. 
Ake. my ord, I've thought how to conceal the 


Require 251 not to tell the means, till . 
Leſt you forbid what then you may approve. 
1251 in. Shout. 
Gon. They ſhout again! Whate' . to do, 
Twere fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes 
And in the1 mean time fed with expeQation 
To ſee the king in perſon at their head. 
GAx. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too late. 
But I'll omit no care, nor haſte ; and try 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. 


Goxs AL EZ, ALloNz2o. 


* 


Sons. \ = haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 


ALow. Such a deed” 


f — — an bor ago I'd not have done, 


6” for the crown of univerſal einpire. 


But what are kings redut'd to common clay? 


Or who can wound the dead ?—Pve from the body 


- Sever'd the head, and in: an obſcure corner 


Kerns. it, muffled i in the mute's atrire, - 

aving to view of them who enter next, 

Alone iſhable N 9 

Which — be ſtill miſtaken b 

For Oſmyn, if infecking 1 | 

They chance to a 5g," | ES 
Gons. Pon; an att of horrot ; * 


And of a piece with this day's dire en 
But tis no time to ponder or repent. 5 - 


e thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with ſpeed, 1 
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To aid my ſon. Þ Il follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, to reinforce his arms : at leaſt, 
I ſhall make good, and ſhelter his retreat. 


SCENE VII. 


Zang, followed by 8b LIM, and two Mutes bearing 


| the Bowls. | 
ZARA. QILENCE and ſolitude are ev'ry where! 


Thro' all the gloomy ways and iron doors 


That hi lead, nor human face nor voice 
Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 
To- grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here; from groans 
And howls of ſlaves condema'd, from clink of chains, 
And craſh of ruſty bars and creeking hinges ; 
And ever and anon the ſight wag 1 
With frightful faces, and the meagre looks 
| gf grim and ghaſtly executioners. 
Yet more this ſtilneſs terrifies my ſoul, 
Than did that ſcene of complicated horrors. 
It may be, that the cauſe of thiymy errand 
And purpoſe, being, chan 'd from life to death, 
Has alſo wrought this chilling change of temper. 
Or does my heart bode more? what can it more 
am end Pres "NES 0p 3 
et em ſet down the bowls, and warn Alphonſo 
That I am here<-ſo. You return and find 
1 | [ ddutes going ir. 
The king; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, 
And wart his coming to approve the deed, 
S .IN Aer 
Zara and Mutes. 5 
ZARA. N HAT. have you ſeen? Ha! wherefore 
Ty | are you. thus, n 
of a Wer return, and lk afrigbted. 
With haggar'd eyes way are your arms a croſs ? 
"Your heavy and deſpo ing heads hung down? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe lad figns ? 
Give we ore Kh know! 50 ze of this mourning. 
[They go % FO 0 


1 1 


a 


ening {he perceives the A 
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Ha! proſtrate! bloody! headleſs! O—P'm lofty | 
O Oſmyn ! O Alphonſo ! Cruel fate 
Cruel, cruel, O more than killing object! 

came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee — 

Nay, came prepar'd myſelf to give thee death— 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn— 
O this accurs'd, this bace, this treach'rous king! 


en if 0p 4 
1 | ZARA, SELIM. 7 
SELIM. P'VE ſought in vain, for no where can the 
| 2) > oder: n 
Be found — 


ZARA. Get thee to hell, and ſeek him there. 

$6 AS ww [ Stabs him, 

His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, | 

But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel. 

_ Serltm. You thought it better then—but I'm re- 

warded. TT 

The mane Fo ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, 

And foxc'd'to yield your letter with his life: 

I found the dead and bloody body ftripp'd— © 

My tongue faulters, and my voice fails—I fink— 

Drink not the poifon—for Alphonſo is—— [Dies. 
ZARA. As thou art now—And I ſhall quickly be. 

Tis not that he is dead; for *twas 408004 * 

We both ſhould die. Nor is't that I ſurvive; 

1 have a certain remedy for that. 85 

But Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my heart. 

He knew I tov'd, but knew not to what height: 

Not that I meant to fall before his eyes, 

A martyr and a victim to my yows : © 

Inſepſible of this laſt proof he's gone. 

Yet fate alone can rob his mortal part 

Of ſenſe ; his ſoul ſtill ſees, and knows each purpoſe 

"And fix'd event of my perfiſting faith. | 

Then, wherefore do 1 pauſe ?—give me the bowl. 

I mute kneels and gives one of the bowls. 

Hover a moment, yet, thou gentle ſpiritt. 

Soul of my love, and 1 will Wait th flight. | 

This to our mutual bliſs when join'd above. [ Drinks, 
n already in my heart. : 

— ld, col : my veins are icicles and froſt, 


* 


Fl 
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rn creep into his boſem, lay me there 
Cover us cloſe —or I ſhall chill his breaſt, : 
And fright him from my arms—See, ſee, he ſlides. 
Still further from me; look, he hides his face, 
I cannot feel it—quite beyond my reach, 33 
O now he's gone, and all is dark—— _ Dies. 

Ii The mutes kneel and mourn over her. 


$ C EN E XI. 
ALMERIA, LEONORA, Mutes, &c. 


| ALM. O Let me ſeek him in this horrid cell; 
For in the tomb or priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him. OE RP > 
LEO. Heav*n's ! what diſmal ſcene 
Of death is this? The eunuch Selim lain ! 3 
ALM. Shew me, for I am come in ſearch of death; 
But want a guide; for tears have dimn'd my fight. 
LEO. Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead! two frightful men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, kneel weeping by: 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done. 
But, O forbear—lift up your eyes no more; 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal place, 
Where miſeries are multiply'd ; return, 
Return and look not on ; for there's a dagger 
Ready to ſtab the fight, and make your eyes 
Rain blood—— _ 
ALM. OI foreknow, foreſee that object. 
Is it at laft then ſo? is he then dead ? 
What dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead ? 
There, there I ſee him; there he lies, the blood 
Yet bubbling from his wounds—O more than ſavage ! 
Had they, or hearts or eyes, that did this deed ? 
Could eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel hands ? 
Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, 
That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone ?' 
II do not weep ! The ſprings of tears are dry'd ; 
And of a ſudden I am calm, as if N 
All things were well; and yet my huſband's murder d! 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn ! I'll fluice this heart, 
The ſource of woe, and let the torrent looſe, ' 
»— Thoſe men have left to weep ! they look on me! 


I hope 


| 


— 
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T hope the murder all om they look. 
Behold — well; yeur Fo Lands have err'd,” 
And wfo ngfully — 5 ſlain choſe innocents: 
Jam the 291505 defign'd to bleed; 5 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat—they make 
Their heads in fign of grief and innocence ! _ 
* [They point at the bowl on the ground. 
al rob what mean they > Ha! a cup. O well 
rftand what medicine has been here. 
| © — thirſt! yet greedy to drink all— 
© * another, draught of death What mean they? 
[ T hey point at the other cup. 
Ha? intagain? 'tis there, and full, I hope. 
Thanks to the liberal hand that fill'd thee thus; 
Pl drink my glad n | 
LRO. Oo hold 
For mere . ſake ; upon my knee I beg — 
Arx. With thee the 4/3 fo world ſhou'd beg 3 in 
x Val in. ' 
— thou not chere? behold who proftrate lyes, 
leads againſt thee ? who ſhall then * ? 
Yer er | 6a e a cold and parting leave, 
From his pale lips; I'll kiſs him e'er I drink, 
Leſt the rank juice ſhou'd bliſter on my mouth, 
And ſtain the colour of my e 
Horror! a headleſs trunk! nor face, 
| Coming nearer rhe body, oe and lets fall the cup. 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſh ! O, oh! 3 


s o R N E the hf. 


Arava LEonoRA, ALPHoNs0, HELI, PEREZ, 
with GAR CIA Prifoner, Guards and Attendants. 


25 Aru. A WAY, ſtand off, where is ſhe ? let me fly, 
Save her from death ; and ſnatch her to 

my heart. 
ALM. Oh 


Arrn. Forbear; my arms alone ſhall hold her up, 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe, 
The words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties, 
| ith the new⸗ uſhing ardour of my cheek; 
a pour the ſoft trickling balm 


* 


e 
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f cordial ſighs; and reinſpire thy boſom 
ith the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 


Give a new birth to thy long - ſnaded eyes, 
Then double on the day reflected light. 

Al M. Where am I? Heav'n ! what does this dream 

Wi 95 f 

AL RH. O. may'ſt thou never dream of leſs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial A. 
ALM. Giv'n me ag from death! O all ye pow'rs 
Confirm this miracle! Can I beheve e 

, My fight, againſt my fight? and ſhall. I truſt 

That ſenſe, which in one inſtant ſhews him dead 
And living? Yes, I will; I've beenabus'd 
With aparitions, and affrighting fantgms : 
This is my lord, my life, my only huſband ; 

have him now, and we no more will part. 


My father. tos ſhallhaye com 


ALPH. O my heart's comfort; tis not giv'n to this 


| Frail life to be entirely bleſs'd, Even nom, 
In this extremeſt joy my- ſoul can taſte, 
Yet am I daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep 
Thy farher fell, where hedefign'd my death. 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both: of wounds 1 
Expiring, have with their laſt breath confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of heav'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn'd their on moſt bloody purpoſes. 
Nay, I muſt grant, tis fit you ſhou'd. be jy 1 
Let *em remove the body from her fight, 25 N 
IIl-fated Zara! Hal a cup? Alas 

Thy orror then is plain; but I were flint 

Not to o'erflow. in tribute to thy memory. 

O Garcia! ane „ 

Whoſe virtue has renqung'd thy father's crimes, _ 

Seeſt thou, how juit-the hand of heay'n has been? 


- 
I * , 1 


7 


Let us who thro? our inneeenee ſurvive, 
Still in che paths of honour perſevere, 

d nqt, from paſt; or preſent ills deſpair « 

or bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deeds 3 


And tho' a latey. a ſure reward ſucceeds.. 


„ 


| | 
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THE Tragedy thus done, I am, you know, 
T No more'a — but in 2 gu | 
And now as unconcern'd this mourning wear, 

As if indeed a widow, or an heir. 294 6 

Pre leiſure, now, to mark your ſey'ral faces, 

And know each critic by bis ſour grimaces. 

To poiſon plays, I ſee where they fit. 
Scatter d, like rats-bane, up and down the pit; 
While others watch like panſh-ſearchers, hir d 

To tell of whit diſeaſe the play expir d. 

O with what joy they run, to ſpread the news 

Ot a damn'd poet, and departed muſe ! 25 3 

But if he *ſcape, with what regret they're ſeiz d! 
And how they're diſappointed when they're pleas'd ! 


Critics to plays for the ſame end reſort, 
That ſurgeons wait on trials in 4 court; 
For innocence condemn'd they*ve no ref 
Provided they*ve a body to difſet. 

Suſſex men, that dwell upon the ſhore, 
Look out when ſtorms ariſe, and billows roar, 
Devoutly praying, with uplifted hands. 
That ſome well-laden ſhip may ftrike the ſands; 
To whoſe rich cargo they may make pretence, 
And fatten on the ſpoils of providence : * 
So critics throng to ſee a new play ſplit, 
And thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 
Small hope our poet from theſe proſpects draws ; 
And therefore to the fair commends his cauſe, 
Your tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, + 
Wich whom, he hopes, this play will favour find, C 
Which was an off*ring to the ſex deſign d. 


